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'* There iras t/i^ her soul a sense vf ddi^nicy mingled with that rarest oj 
qualities in woman — a acnse of hutnor^^' irrids liichard Grant White in 
** The Fate of Man»fiM nunqdircys/' I have notiad that when a 
novelist sets out to jH>rtrai/ an uncamvionhj fine type of heroine, he inra- 
rioMy adds to her other intdltrfual and moral yracc^ the altovi-mattioind 
** rarest of qualities.''^ I may he arcr-sanguinCy hut I anticijtaft that 
some sagacious genius wUl discoccr that troman as ircU as man has Inrn 
endowed with thin excellent gift from the gods, and that the gift ]>erfains 
to the large, generous, sympathetic nature, quite irre^tpeetire of the indi- 
viduars sex. In any case, hating heard so repeattdhj that woman hn* no 
sense of humor, it would he refreshing to hate a contrariety of opinion on 
that suhject. — The Ckitic. 
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Wx are coming to the rescae, 

Just a hundred strong ; 
"With fun and pun and epigram. 

And laughter, wit, and song ; 

With badinage and repartee, 

And humor quaint or bold. 
And stories that are stories. 

Not several sBons old ; 

With parody and nondescript. 

Burlesque and satire keen. 
And irony and playful jest. 

So that it may be seen 

That women are not quite so dull : 

We come — a merry throng ; 
Yes, we're coming to the rescue, 

And just a hundred strong. 

Kate Sanbobn. 
• ya Poem I 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE MELANCHOLY TONE OF WOMEn's POETRY — PUNS, GOoH 
AND BAD — ?:PI0RAMS AXD LACONIC'S — CYNICISM OF FRENCH 
WOMEN SENTENCES CRISP AND SI'ARKLINO. 

To begin a deliberate search for wit seems almost like 
trying to be witty : a task quite certain to brush the bloom 
from even the most fniitful results. But the stiitemeiit of 
Richard Grant White, that humor is the ** rarest of (lualities 
in woman," roused such a host of briUiunt recollections that 
it was a temptation to try to materialize the ghosts that 
were haunting me ; to lay forever the suspicion that they did 
not exist. Two articles by Alice Wellington Rollins in the 
Critic^ on '' Woman's Sense of Humor" and ** The Humor 
of Women," convinced me that the deliberate task niiirht 
not be impossible to carry out, altliough I felt, as she did, 
that the humor and wit of women are difficult to analvze, 
and select examples, precisely because they possess in the 
highest degree that almost essential quality of wit, the un- 
premeditated glow which exists only with the occasion that 
calls its forth. Even from the humor of women found in 
books it is hard to quote — not because there is so little, but 
because there is so much. 
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iconrageroeiit to attempt this novel enterprise of 
" by tli«ir fniits ye bLsII know tliem") tliat women 
jficiciit in eitlier wit or liiinior ha« not been great. 
iiriurifl have, witli a ainile, regretted the paucity of 
[iterial ; literary men liave predicted rather a thin 
in short, tlie general opinion of men ie condensed 
,■ qiiL'Btion of a peddler who comes to onr door, 
iiiid wiiitor, hia stock varying with the season ; 
St; :ind home-made socks, 8U6i>enderB and cheap 
■r, early-roso potatoes and tlie solid pearmain. 
•wii old fellow remarked roguishly: "You're 
) a book, I see, 'baout women's wit. 'Twon't be 
,f ail nndortakin", will it T' The outlook at first 
linly discouraging. In Parton's " Collection of 
3 Poetry" there was not one woman's name, nor 
8 larpe volume of epigrams of all ages, nor in 
huiiiorouB departments of volnmcs of selected 
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From the ^* Female Poets" 1 copy this " Song," repre- 
senting the average woman's versifying as regards buoyancy 
and an optimistic view of this *' Wale of Tears": 

*' Ask not from me the sportive jest, 

The mirthful jibe, the gay reflection ; 
These social baubles fly the breast 
That owns the sway of pale Dejection. 

'* Ask not from me the changing smile, 

Hope's sunny glow, Joy's glittering token ; 
It cannot now my griefs beguile — 
My soul is dark, my heart is broken 1 

" Wit cannot cheat my heart of woe. 
Flattery wakes no exultation ; 
And Fancy's flanh but serves to show 
The darkness of my desolation ! 

" By me no more in masking guise 

Shall thoughtless repartee be spoken ; 
My mind a hopeless ruin lies — 
My soul is dark, my heart is broken !*' 

In recalling the witty women of the world, I must purely 
go back, familiar as is the story, to the Grecian dame who, 
when given some choice old wine in a tiny glass by her 
miserly host, who boasted of the years since it had been 
bottled, inquired, *' Isn't it very small of its age ?" 

This ancient story is too much in the style of the male 
story-monger — yon all know him — who repeats with undi- 
minished gusto for the forty-ninth time a story that was 
tottering in senile imbecility when Methuselah was teeth- 
ing, and is now in a sad condition of ancc/^A////'. 

It is affirmed that *' women seldom rc])eat an anecdote.'" 
That is well, and no proof of their lack of wit. The disci- 
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if life would be largely increased if they did inaist on 
"reminded" conBtaiitly of aneedotea as familiar as 
iid-or^n repertoire of " Captain Jinks" and " Beau- 
jjring." Their sense of humor is too keen to allow 
o aid these a^ed wanderers in their endless migra- 

It is sufGciently trying to their sense of the ludi- 
.0 he ohliged to listen with an admiring, rapt espres- 

Homc anecdote heard in childhood, and reBtrain tlie 
until the oft-repeated crisis Las been duly reached. 

know several women who, as brilliant raconieura, 
ully equalled the efforts of celebrated after-dinner 

i (ilso affirmed tliat " women cannot make a pun," 
if true, would be greatly to their honor. But, alas ! 
'itns are almost as frequent and quite as execrable as 
;r perpetrated. It was Queen Elizabeth who said : 
iijrh ye be burly, njy Lord Burleigh, ye make less stir 
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Britisli lines, and all the Bonapartes that ever existed could 
never get through them !" 

'' Grace Greenwood " has probably made more puns in 
print than any other woman, and her conversation is full of 
them. It was Grace Greenwood wlio, at a tea-drinking at 
the Woman's Club in Boston, was begged to tell one more 
story, but excused herself in this way : '' No, 1 cannot get 
more than one story high on a cup of tea 1' ' 

You see puns are allowed at that rarely intellectual assem- 
blage — indeed, they are sometimes very bad ; as when the 
question was brought up whether better speeches could be 
made after simple tea and toast, or under the influence of 
champagne and oysters. Miss Mary Wadsworth reph'ed 
that it would depend entirely upon whether the oysters 
were cooked or raw; and seeing all look blank, she ex- 
plained : '* Because, if raw, we should be sure to have a 
raw-oyster-ing time." 

Louisa Alcott's puns deserve "honorable mention." I 
will quote one. ** Query — If steamers are named the Asia, 
the Russia, and the Scotia, why not call one the Nausea V* 

At a Chicago dinner-party a physician received a menu 
card with the device of a mushroom, and showing it to the 
lady next him, said : " I hope nothing invidious is in- 
tended." *' Oh, no," was th3 answer, '' it only alludes to 
the fact that you spring up in the night." 

A gentleman, noticeable on the porch of the sanctuary as 
the pretty girls came in on Sabbath moniings, but not 
regarded as a devout attendant on the services within, 
declared that he was one of the " pillars of the church !" 
** Pillar-sham, I am inclined to think," was the retort of a 
lady friend. 
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To a lady who, in reply to a gentleman's assertion that 
women sometimes made a good pnn, bnt required time to 
think about it, had said tJiat ithfi could make a pun as 
quickly as any man, the gentleman threw down this chal- 
lenge : *' Make a pun, then, on horse-shoe." " If you talk 
until youVe horse-shoe can't convince me," was the instant 
answer. 

The best punning poem from a woman's pen was written 
by Miss Caroline B. Le Row, of Brooklyn, N. Y., a teacher 
of elocution, and the writer of many charming stories and 
verses. It was suggested by a study in butter of *' The 
Dreaming lolanthe,' ' moulded by Caroline S. Brooks on a 
kitchen-table, and exhibited at the Centennial in Philadel- 
phia. I do not remember any other poem in the language 
that rings so many changes on a single word. It was pub- 
lished first in Baldwin 8 Monthly^ but ran the rounds of 
the papers all over the country. 

I. 

" One of the Centennial buildings 

Shows ns many a wondrons thing 
Which the women of our country 

From their homes were proud to bring. 
In a little comer, guarded 

By Policeman Twenty-eight, 
Stands a crowd, all eyes and elbows, 

Seeing butter butter.plate 

II. 

«* *Tis not * butter faded flower * 
That the people throng to see, 
Butter crowd comes every hour. 
Nothing butter crowd we see. 
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Baiter little paehing briDgs as 
Where we find, to our sorprise, 

That within the crowded comer 
Batter dreaming woman lies. 

ni. 

** Thoagh she lies, she don*t deceive as, 

As it might at first be thought ; 
This fair maid is made of batter, 

On a kitchen-table wrought. 
Nothing batter butter-paddle, 

Sticks and straws were used to bring 
Out of just nine pounds of butter 

Butter fascinating thing. 

IV. 

" Batter maid or made of butter. 

She is butter wonder rare ; 
Butter sweet eyes closed in slumber. 

Butter soft and yellow hair, 
Were the work of butter woman 

Just two thousand miles away ; 
Butter fortune's in the features 

That she made in batter stay. 

V. 

*' Maid of all work, maid of honor, 

Whatsoever she may be, 
She is butter wondrous worker, 

As the crowd can plainly see. 
And *tis butter woman shows us 

What with butter can be done, 
Nothing butter hands producing 

Something new beneath the sun. 

VL 

I 

** Butter line we add in closing. 

Which none butter could refuse : 
May her work be butter pleas ore* 
Nothing butter butter use ; 
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Miij she never need for bnttw, 

ThoHBh "be'U oftfln knaad (or bread. 
And muy every chumiot; hring ber 
. BntterblesBiDgonberhead.'- 

■lid and laat cxaiuplo is luucli raorc conimoii in its 
is just as good as most of the vereea of this style 
" IIiiTiiorouB Poetry." Idon't pretend tliat it is 
, but it is equally worthy of presentation with 
■ta of this sort from men with a reputation for 

THE VEGETABLE GIRL. 

1 mark it every day, 
SUurls at ber stand the fairest gill 

I've met «itbia the bay ; 
Her two lipa are ot cherry red, 

HtT hands b pretty pair. 
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She changes off her stock for change, 

Attend tng to each call ; 
And when she has but one beet left, 

^e says, ' ' Now, that beats all. *' 






As to punVin conversation, my only fear is that they are 
too generally indulged in. Only one of this sort can be 
allowed, and that from the highest lady in the land, who is 
distinguished for culture and good sense, as well as wit. A 
friend said to her as she was leaving Buffalo for Washing- 
ton : " I hope you will hail from Buffalo." 

*^ Oh, I see you expect me to hail from Buffalo and reign 
in Washington," said the quick-witted sister of our Presi- 
dent. 

In. epigrams there is little to offer. But as it is stated 
that *' women cannot achieve a well-rounded epigram," a 
few specimens must be produced. 

Jane Austen has left two on record. The first was sug- 
gested by reading in a newspaper the marriage of a Mr. 
Gell to Miss Gill, of Eastborne. 

" At Eastborne, Mr. Gell, from being perfectly well, 
Became dreadfuUy ill for love of Miss Gill ; 
80 he said, with some sighs, 'I'm the slave of your iis ; 
Oh, restore, if yon please, by accepting my ees.' " 

The second is on the marriage of a middle-aged flirt with 
a Mr. Wake, whom gossips averred she would have scorned 
in her prime. 

** Maria, good-humored and handsome and tall, 
For a husband was at her last stake ; 
And having in vain danced at many a ball, 
Is now happy to jump at a Wake." 
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It was Lady Townsend who said that the human race was 
divided into men, women, and Ilerveys. This epigram has 
\ been borrowed in our day, substituting for Herveys the 
I Beech er family. 

/ When some one said of a lady she must be in spirits, for 
/ she lives with Mr. Walpole, '' Yes," replied Lady Town- 
/ send, *' spirits of hartshorn." 

Walpole, caustic and critical, regarded this lady as unde- 
niably witty. 

It was Hannah More who said : '' There are but two bad 
' things in this world— sin and bile." 

Miss Thackeray quotes several epigrammatic definitions 
from her friend Mies Evans, as : 

'* A privileged person : one who is so much a savage 
when thwarted that civilized persons avoid thwarting him." 

"A nmsical woman : one who has strength enough to 
make much noise and obtuseness enough not to mind it." 

'' Ouida" has given us some excellent examples of epi- 
gram, as : 

" A pipe is a pocket philosopher, a truer one than Socrates, 
for it never asks questions. Socrates must have been w&ry 
tiresome, when one thinks of it." 

" Dinna ye meddle, Tam ; it's niver no good a threshin' 
other folks' com ; ye allays gits the flail agin' i' yer own 
eye somehow." 

** Epigrams are the salts of life ; but they wither up the 
grasses of foolishness, and naturally the grasses hate to be 
sprinkled therewith." 

*' A man never is so honest as when he speaks well of him- 
self. Men are always optimists when they look inward, 
and pessimists when they look round them. " 
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*' Nothing 16 80 pleasant as to display your worldly wisdom 
in epigram and dissertation, but it is a trifle tedious to hear 
another person display theirs." 

** When you talk yourself you think how witty, how orig- 
inal, how acute you are ; but when another does so, you are 
very apt to think only, * What a crib from Rochefou- 
cauld !' " 

'* Boredom is the ill-natured pebble that always will get in 
the golden slipper of the pilgrim of pleasure." 

** It makes all the difference in life whether hope is left 
or— left out !" 

'* A frog that dwelt in a ditch spat at a worm that bore a 
lamp. 

" ' Why do you do that ? ' said the glow-worm. 

<< < Why do you shine V said the frog." 

'' Calumny is the homage of our contemporaries, as some 
South Sea Islanders spit on those they honor." 

*' Hived bees get sugar because they will give back honey. 
All existence is a series of equivalents." 

*'*Men are always like Horace,' said the Princess. 
^ They admire rural life, but they remain, for all that, with 
Augustus.' " 

''If the Venus de Medici could be animated into life, 
women would only remark that her waist was large. " 

The brilliant Frenchwomen whose very names seem 
to sparkle as we write them, yet of whose wit so little 
has been preserved, had an especial facility for condensed 
cynicism. 

Think of Madame du Deffand, sceptical, sarcastic ; feared 
and hated even in her blind old age for her scathing criti- 
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1 the celebrated work of Helvetins appeared ^ 
d in lier presence for baring made BelBshness " 
ve of human action, 
lid she, " he has only revealed every one's 1 

to this trio of laconics, with their saddening 
f lunnan frailty and their bitter A'oltaireisb 

1 he perfectly virtnons when there is no longer 

iir hotics.—Mar(p.ierit-€ de Vajois. 

> know the weakness of eminent persons ; it 

r our inferiority.— il/mc. rfe Lambert. 

vu themselves to God when the devil wants 

to do with t\\era. ^Sophie AtmovM. 
e S^vigne's letters present detached thoughts 
chefoncauld withont his cynicism. She writes : 
much to talk of one's self that one never tires 
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" Vons (3ite8 an pri,'tre quo voii8 otea fatigue do vivre ; il 
vous reponde que le suicide est nn crime. Le medecin vous 
donne un stimnlant, et voiU que vous tronvez la vie suppor- 
tahle." 

" La contradiction anime la conreraation ; voila ponrqnoi 
lee cours sont gi ennuyoaBes.'' 

" Qnand on vent affinner quelque chose, on appelle tou- 
jonrs Dien a lemoin, parce qu'il iie cnutredit jamais." 

" On ne pent jamais otre fatigue de la vie, on n'est fatigu^ 
que de soi-raeme." 

" II faut 6trc on tres-pieux on tres-pliilosoplie ! il fant 
dire : Seigneor, quo ta volont^ soit faito I on : Nature, 
i'admets tee lois, inf-me lorBqu'elles raYcrasent." 

" L'liomme est nn violon. Ce n'est que loreqne sa 
demiore corde 86 brise qn'il devient nn morceau de bois." 

In tbe recently published sketch of Madame Muhl there 
are several sentences wLieh sliow trenchant wit, as : " Na- 
tions squint in looking at one another ; we must discount 
what Germany and France say of each other." 
S. Several Englishwomen can be recalled who were noted 

^ for their epigrammatic wit : as Harriet, Lady Ashburton. 
/ On some one saying that liars generally speak good-nat- 
/ nredly of others, she replied : " Why, if you don't speak a 
/ word of truth, it is not so difficult to speak well of your 
fleighbor." 

'* Don't spealc so hardly of ," some ono said to her ; 

*' he lives on your good graces," 

" That accounts," she answered, "for his being so thin." 

Again : " I don't mind the canvas of a man's mind beinj; 
good, if only it is complet«!y hidden by the worsted and 
lloee." 
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Or : " She never speaks to any one, which is, of coarse, 
a great advantage to any one." 

Mrs. Carlyle was an epigram herself — small, sweet, yet 
possessing a sting — and her letters give us many sharp and 
original sayings. 

She speaks in one place of " Mrs. , an insupport- 
able bore ; her neck and arms were as naked as if she had 
~^ever eaten of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil." 

And what a comical phrase is hers when she writes to her 
*' Dearest" — " 1 take time by the pig-tail and write at 
night, after post- hours" — that growling, surly " dearest," 
of whom she said, '* The amount of bile that he brings 
homo is awfully grand." 

For a veritable epigram from an American woman's pen 
we must rely on Hannah F. Gould, who wrote many verses 
that were rather graceful and arch than witty. But her 
epitaph on her friend, the active and aggressive Caleb 
Gushing, is as good as any made by Saxe. 

" Lay aside, aU ye dead, 
For in the next bed 

Keposes the body of Gushing ; 
He has crowded his way 
Through the world, they say, 

And even though dead wiU be pushing." 

Such a hit from a bright woman is refreshing. 

Our literary foremothers seeiaed to prefer to be pedantic, 
didactic, and tedious on the printed page. 

Catharine Sedgwick dealt somewhat in epigram, as when 
she says : ** He was not one of those convenient single peo- 
ple who are used, as we use straw and cotton in packing, to 
fill up vacant places. " * 
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Eliza Leslie (famed for her eoob-books and licreatiric 
sketL-lice), when speaking of people eiletit from stupidity, 
stipposed kindly to be full of reserved power, eays : " Wo 
cannot lielp thinking that when a head Is full of ideas some 
of them must involuntarily ooze out," 

And is not this epigrammatic advice! "Avoid giving 
invitations to bores— they will come without," 

Some of our later literary women prefer the epigrammatic 
form in sentences, crisp and laconic ; ehort sayings full of 
pitJi. of which I Iiave made a collection, 

Gail Hamilton's hooks fairly bristle with epigrams in 
condensed style, and Kate Field has many a good thonglit 
In this shape, as : " Judge no one by liis relations, whatever 
criticism yon pass upon his companions. Relations, like 
features, are thrust upon us ; companions, like clothes, are 
more or Ices our own selection," 

Miss Jewett's style is less epigrammatic, but just as full of 
humor. Speaking of a person who was always complaining, 
she says : " Nothing ever suits her. She ain't had no more 
troubles to bear than the rest of us ; but yon never see her 
that she didn't have a chapter to lay Iwfore ye. I've got 'e 
much feelin' us the next one, but when folks drives in their 
spiggits and wants to draw a bucketful o' compassion every 
day right straight along, there does come timet) when it 
seems as if the bar'l was getting low," 

" The captain, whose eyes weie not much better than his 
ears, always refused to go forth after nightfall without his 
lantern. The old couple steered slowly down the uneven 
sidewalk toward tlioir cousin's house. The captain wal* 
with a solemn, rolling gnit, learned in his many long 3 
at sea, and his wife, wha was also short and ^tont, 
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caught the habit from him. If they kept step all went 
well ; but on this occasion, as sometimes happened, they 
did not take the first step out into the world together, so 
they swayed apart, and then bumped against each other as 
they went along. To see the lantern coming through the 
mist you niight have thought it the light of a small craft at 
sea in heavy weather." 

^^ Deaf people hear more things that are worth listening 
to than people with better ears ; one likes to have some- 
thing worth telling in talking to a person who misses most 
of the world's talk." 

** Emory Ann," a creation of Mrs. Whitney's, often spoke 
in epigrams, as : '' Good looks are a snare ; especially to 
them that haven't got 'em." While Mrs. Walker's creed, 
''I believe in the total depravity of inanimate things," is 
more than an epigram — it is an inspiration. 

Charlotte Fiske Bates, who compiled the *' Cambridge 
Book of Poetry," and has given us a channing volume of 
her own verses, which no one runs any " Kisk" in buying, 
in spite of the title of the book, has done a good deal 
in this direction, and is fond of giving an epigrammatic 
turn to a bright thought, as in the following couplet : 

" Would yoa sketch in two words a coqaette and deceiver ? 
Name two Irish geniuses, Lover and Lever !** 

She also succeeds with the quatrain : 

ON BEING CALLED A GOOSE. 

A signal name is this, upon my word ! 

Great Juno's geese saved Home her citadel. • 
Another drowsy Manlius may be stirred 

And the State saved, if I but cackle well. 
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I recall a uliariniii<^ jeu d'enprit from Mrs. Barrows, tlie 
ixiloved " Aniit Fiiuny," wLi> writee eijoally well for chil- 
dren and grown folks, aiid whoee big heart ranges froiu 
earnest pliilanthropy to tlie perpetration of exiiuiaitu uon- 
Bense. 

It is but a trifle, sent with a couple of peanot-owla to a 
niece of Bryant's. The iiged poet was greatly aiuiiaed, 

" When gteat Minerva ohose the Owl, 

Thnt bird ot itoteuin phiz, 
Tbnt truly owfal-looking fowl, 

To repreaeDt lier wis- 
Doni, little teokeJ the goddess of 

The time when she would howl 
To see a Peanat set on end. 

And colled— UineifB' a Owl." 

Miss Phelps has given ns eotne Bentences which convey 
an epigram in a keen and delicate fashion, as : 

' All forms of self-pity, like Prussian bhie, should be 
rtiigly used." 

' As a rule, a man can't cultivate his uinstache and his 
talents impartially." 

" As happy as a kind-hearted old lady with a funeral to 
go to." 

" No men are so fussy about what they eat as those who 
think their brains the biggest part of them." 

" The professor's sister, a homeless widow, of excellent 

Vermont intentions and high ideals in eup-cake." 

And this longer extract has the aame characteristics ; 

" Yon know how it is with people. Avis ; some take to 

Koillogy, and some take to nOigiou. That's the way if is 

I with places. It may be the Lancers, and it may be prayer- 
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meetings. Once I went to see my grandmother in the 
country, and everybody had a candy-pnll ; there were 
twenty-iive candy-pulls and tafEy-bakes in that town that 
winter. John Rose says, in the Connecticut Valley, where 
he came from, it was missionary barrels ; and I heard of a 
place where it was cold coflEee. In Harmouth it's improv- 
ing your mind. And so," added Goy, "we run to read- 
ing clubs, and we all go fierce, winter after winter, to see 
who'll get the * severest.' There's a set outside of the 
faculty that descends to charades and music and inconceiv- 
ably low intellectual depths ; and some of our girls sneak 
off and get in there once in a while, like the little girl that 
wanted to go from heaven to hell to play Saturday after- 
noons, just as you and I used to do. Avis, when we dared. 
But I find I've got too old for that," said Coy, sadly. 
" When you're fairly past the college-boys, and as far along 
as the law students — " 

^' Or the theologues ?" interposed Avis. 

*' Yes, or the theologues, or even the medical depart- 
ment ; then there positively is nothing for it but to im- 
prove your mind." 

Listen to Lavinia, one of Mrs. Hose Terry Cooke's sensi- 
ble Yankee women : 

" Land 1 if you want to know folks, just hire out to 'em. 
Tliey take their wigs oil afore the help, so to speak, seem- 
ingly." ^ . . r. 

*' Marryin' a man ain't like settin' alongside of him 
nights and hearin' him talk pretty ; that's the fust prayer. 
There's lots an' lots o' meetin' after that !" 

And what an amount of sense, as well as wit, in Sam 
Lawson's sayings in '* Old Town Folks." As this book is 
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not to be as large as Worcester's Unabridged Dictionary, I 
can only give room to one. 

" We don't none of us like to have our sins set in order 
afore us. There was David, now, he was crank ae could 
be when lie thought Nathan was a talkin' about other peo- 
ple's sins. Bays David : ' The man that did that shall 
surely die. ' But come to set it home and say, ' Thou art the 
man ! ' David caved right in. ' Lordy massy, bless your 
soul and body, Nathan ! ' says he, ' 1 don't want to die.'" 

And Mrs. A. D. T. Whitney must not be forgotten. " As 
Emory Ann said once about thonghts : 'You can't hinder 
'ein any more than you can the birds that fly in the air ; but 
yon needn't let 'em light and make a neat in your hair.' " 

And what a capital hit on the hypocritical apologies of 
conceited housekeepers is this bit from Mrs. Whicher 
(" Widow Bedott") : " A person that didn't know how 
wimmin always go on at such a place would a thought that 
Miss Gipson had tried to have everything the miscrablest 
alie possibly could, and that the rest on 'em never had any- 
thing to hum but wliat was miserabler yet." 

And Marietta Holley, who has cmiBed a tidal-wave of 
laughter by her " Josiah Allen's Wife" series, shall have 
her say. 

-- We, too, are posterity, though mebhy we don't realize 
it as we ort to." 

"She didn't seem to sense anything, only rnffles and 
such like. Her mind all seemed to be narrowed down and 
puckered up, just like trimmin'," 

But 1 must have convinced the inoat sceptical of woman's 
wit in epigrammatic form, and will now return to an older 
generation, who claim a fair share of attention. 



CHAPTER n. 

HUMOR OF LITERABT ENOLISHWOMEIT. 

In reviewing the hon-mota of Stella, whom Swift pro- 
nounced the most witty woman he had ever known, it 
seems that we are improving. I will give but two of her 
sayings, which were so carefully preserved by her friend. 

When she was extremely ill her physician said, 
*' Madam, you are near the bottom of the hill, but we will 
endeavor to get you up again ;" she answered : '' Doctor, I 
fear 1 shall be out of breath before I get up to the top." 

After she had been eating some sweet thing a little of it 
happened to stick on her lips. A gentleman told her of it, 
and oflFered to lick it off. She said : '^ No, sir, I thank 
you ; I have a tongue of ray own." 

Compare these with the wit of George Eliot or the irony 
of Miss Phelps. 

Some of Jane Taylor's stories and poems were formerly 
regarded as humorous ; for instance, the '' Discontented 
Pendulum" and the ''Philosopher's Scales." They do 
not now raise the faintest smile. 

Fanny Bumey's novels were considered immensely 
humorous and diverting in their day. Burke complimented 
her on '' her natural vein of humor," and another eminent 
critic speaks of '' her sarcasm, drollery, and humor ;" but 
it would be almost impossible to find a passage for quota- 
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tion tbat would now satisfy on tbeae points. Even Jane 
listen's novels, which strangely retain tlieir hold on the 
pTiblic taste, are tedious to those who dare to think for 
themselves and forget Macaiilay's verdict. 

31™. Barbauld, in lier poGin on " Washing Day," shows 
a capacity seldom exerciBcd for seeing the Imtnorous Bide of 
every -day miseries. 

" Woe to the friend 

Whose evil Ktora have a:^ed biui forth Lo claim 

On sach n dny the boiipiuilile rites ! 

IiooIb, blank &t bent. hii<1 atiDted oouftea; 

Shalt he Teceive. Vuioly he Iceda hia hopes 

With diDner ot const iihickeD, sarorj pie. 

Or tart, or padding ; padding be nor (art 

That ilftj hUiiII est ; nor. thoogh the hosbnnd by 

Meodina what csn't be helped to kindle uiicth 

From cheer defluient, eball bis eoauiTl'a liiuw 

Cheer up propiiioiiB ; the unlaabj gaeat 

In flilenoe dines, and eatly Blinks awsy.' ' 

But her style is too stiff and stately for every day, 
Tlii;re were many literary Englishwomen wlio had un- 
doubted humor. Hannah More did get unenduralily poky, _ 
narrow, and solemn in her last days, and not a little sancti- 
monious ; and we naturally think of lier as nn aged spinster 
with htack mitts, corkscrew curls, and a mob cap, always 
writing or presenting a tedious tract, forgetting her brilliant 
youth, when she was quite good enough, und lively, too. 
She was a perennial favorite in London, meeting all the 
notables ; the special pet of Dr. Johnson, Davy (.rarrick, 
and lioratie Walpole, who called her bia " holy Hannah," 
bnt admired and honored her, corresponding with her 
ihrough a long life. 8he was then full of spirit and humor 
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and versatile talent. An extract from her sister's lively 
letter shows that Hannah coald hold her own with the Ursa 
Major of literature : 

" Tuesday evening we drank tea at Sir Joshua's with 
I "Dr. Johnson. Hannah is certainly a great favorite. She 
was placed next him, and they had the entire conversation 
to themselves. They were both in remarkably high spirits. 
It was certainly her lucky night. 1 never heard her say so 
many good things. The old genius was extremely jocular, 
and the young one very pleasant. You would have imagined 
we had been at some comedy had you heard our peals of 
laughter. They, indeed, tried which could pepper the high- 
est, and it is not clear to me that the lexicographer was really 
the highest seasoner.'^ 

And how deliciouslv does she set out the absurditv then 
prevailing, and seen now in editions of Shakespeare and 
Chaucer, of writing books, the bulk of which consists of 
notes, with only a line or two at the top of each page of the 
original text. 

It seems that a merry party at Dr. Kennicott's had each 
adopted the name of some animal. Dr. K. was the ele- 
phant ; Mrs. K., dromedary ; Miss Adams, antelope ; and 
H. More, rhinoceros. 

" Hampton, December 24, 1728. 

" Deab Dbomy (a) : Pray, send word if Ante (6) is come, and also how 
Ele (c) does, to your very affectionate Rhyney' ' (d). 

*' The following notes on the above epistle are by a com- 
mentator of the latter end of the nineteenth century. This 
epistle is all that is come down to us of tliis voluminous 
author, and is probably the only thing she ever wrote that 
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WHS worth preserving, or whicli might reasonably expect to 
reach posterity. Her name is only presented to hb in some 
boaiitifnl Lendeeasyllables written by the best Latin poet 
of his time (Bishop Lowth) : 

Xole [a). 

" Dromy. —From (hs termination of tbU adireis it seemi to have boen 
written to n woman, tboneh there ia no internnl evidence ia support this 
hypothesis. The beat oritios are much puzzled nbont the orthography of 
this abbrevintion. Wartonios and other skilful etjiDologislB contend 
that it ought to lt« Rpt^lled dritmmy, being addressed to a lady who «•« 
probably fond of wnrhke instruments, and who had a singnlar predileo- 
tlon for a mnon. Druunny, 8a/ they, was a tender diminutive of drum, 
u the best authors in their more familiar vritinga now begin to use 
gtinny for gnu. Rat Hanlins, a contemporary oritio. oontendB, with 
more probability. Chat it ought to be written Dromt. from hippodrome ; 
a learned leech and elegant bnrd of Bath having left it on reoord that 
this Indy spent much of her time at the riding-school, being a vety ei- 
qoisile judge of honieQi»nHhip OJnuinna and UoralUa Slm'tbtrryntU 
insist that it ought to be written Ihaino, in leferenoe to th« Dromo Sora- 
■ios of the Latin dramatist. 

-Vote (ti), 

*' .4nl<. — ScBliH«r 3d onys tbia nnms simply al^nifles the Bppellalion of 
uncle's wife, and nagbt to be written Aatdij. But here, again, are varions 
readings. Philologists of yet theater name affirm that it was meant to 
designate prt-tminmas, and therefore ought to be written anix, before, 
from the Latin, a language now pretty welt forgotten, though the authors 
who wrote in it are still preserved in French tmnslatious. The jonngT 
Uodame Dacier insists that this I >dy was against all men, and that it 
ought to be spelled antl : but this Kenniootus, a rabbi of the mo«t recon- 
dite learning, with ninch critical wrath, vehemently con trad lots, afflrm- 
ing it to have been imposHible she oould have been against mankind 
whom all mankind admired. He odds that ante is for milrinpt, and in/ 
emWemntionlly used to express an elegant and slender animal, or that JH 
is on elongation of anl, the anbirm <^ viHiiow cHiumahlp," 

And 6o she continues her comments to olose of tiotca. 
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Mrs. Gaskell's *' Cranford" is full of the most delicate 
but veritable humor, as her allusion to the genteel and 
cheerful poverty of the ladj who, in giving a tea-party, 
" now sat in state, pretending not to know what cakes were 
sent up, though she knew, and we knew, and she knew that 
we knew ; and we knew that she knew that we knew she 
had been busy all the morning making tea-bread and 
sponge-cakes." 

The humor of Mary Eussell Mitford, quiet and delectable, 
niuet not be forgotten. We will sympathize with her woes 
as she describes a visitation from 

THE TALKING LADY. 

'^ Ben Jonson has a play called The Silent Woman., who 
turns out, as might be expected, to be no woman at all — 
nothing, as Master Slender said, but ' a great lubberly boy,' 
thereby, as I apprehend, discourteously presuming that a 
silent woman is a nonentity. If the learned dramatist, thus 
happily prepared and predisposed, had happened to fall in 
vrith such a specimen of female loquacity as I have just 
parted with, he might, perhaps, have given us a pendant to 
his picture in the talking lady. Pity but he had ! He 
would have done her justice, which 1 could not at any 
time, least of all now ; I am too much stunned, too much 
like one escaped from a belfry on a coronation day. I am 
just resting from the fatigue of four days' hard listening— 
four snowy, sleety, rainy days ; days of every variety of 
falling weatlier, all of them too bad to admit the possibility 
that any petticoatcd thing, were she as hardy as a Scotch 
fir, should stir out ; four days chained by ' sad civility ' to 
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that fireside, once &o quiet, and again— clieering thought !^ 
again I tmst to be so when the echo of that visitor'R inces- 
Baat tongne shall liave died away. . . . 

" She took ua in her way from London to the west of 
England, and being, as she wrote, ' not quite well, not 
equal to much company, prayed that no other guest might 
be admitted, so that she might liave the pleasure of our 
coiirersation all to herself {ours! as if it were possible for 
any of U8 to slide in a word edgewise !), and espeeially 
enjoy the gratification of talking over old times with the 
master of the house, her countryman.' 

" Such was the promise of her letter, and to the letter it 
has been kept. All the news and scandal of a large county 
forty years ago, and a liunJred years before, and ever 
einco ; all the marriages, deaths, births, elopements, law. 
suits, and casualties of her own times, her father's, grand- 
father's, great-grandfather's, nephews', and grandaephews', 
has she detailed with a minuteness, &u accuracy, a prodigal- 
ity of learning, a profuseness of proper names, a pedantry 
of locality, which would excite the envy of a county histo- 
rinu, a king-at-arms, or even a Scotch novelist. 

" Her knowledge is most astonishing ; but the most 
astonishing part of all is Itow she came by that knowledge. 
It should seem, to listen to her, as if at some time of her 
life she must have listened hei'self ; and yet her countryman 
declares that in the forty years he lias known her, no such 
event has occurred ; and she knows new news, too ! It 
must be intuition I . . . 

" The very weather is not a safe Bnl)jcct. Her memory 
is a perpetual register of hard frosts and long droughts, iunl 
high winds and terrible storms, with all the evils that ful- 
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leir train, and all tlte personal events connected 
; BO tliat, if Ton happen to remark that cloads 
p and yon fear it ina_v rain, she replies : ■ At. it 
I a luurniog ae three- aud-tliirtj Tears a^, when 
^lUsiQ wafi married- -you remember my cousin 
be married so-and-ao. the eon of eo-and-Eo ; ' and 
a the whole jtediaree of the brid^room. the 

the settleniente. and the reading and signing 
li^ht ; a d(;scriplion of the weddinif-dresi«8 in 
jf^ Sir Clutrles Orandison, and bow mneb the 
irn cont per yard : the names rewdencea, and a i 
■<iueiit history of the hridc«raaids and men, tlie f| 

who pivo the hri.le away, and the clergjinan 
rnicil tlie octemony. with a learned antiijnarian 
relative to tlie ehnrcU ; then the setting out in 
: the marrinpe. the kissing, the crying, the break- 
■ (Iniwinjj tbe iviki- tliriMigh the rinir, and, finaJIv, 
xcm|ior^|iielihnti^i^^ 
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brother, two ncphewa, and one niece, all these Lave suc- 
cc'Bsivelj passed away, though a healthy race, and with no 
visible disorder — except — But we must not be uncliari- 
table." 

^ "Mary Ferrier, the Scotch novelist, wa8 gifted with genial 
wit and a quick sense of the ludicrous. Walter Scott ad- 
mired her greatly, and as a lively guest at Abbotsford slie 
did much to relieve the eadnees of his last days. He said 
of her : 

" She ie a gifted personage, having, beeidee her great 
talents, conversation the least exigeatite of any anthor, 
female at least, whom I have ever seen, among the long list 
I have encountered. Simple and full of humor, and ex- 
eeedingly ready at repartee ; and all this without the least 
affectation of the bine-stocking. The general strain of her 
writing relates to the foibles and oddities of mankind, and 
no one has drawn thorn with greater breadth of couiio 
humor or effect. Her scenes ufton resemble the style of our 
best old comedies, and she may boast, like Foote, of adding 
many new and original characters to the stock of our comic 
literature." 

Here is one of her admirably-drawn portraits : 

THE HENBlliLE W<1MAN. 

" Miss Jacky, the senior of the trio, wa« what is reck- 
' oncd a very sensihle woman — whiith generally means a very 
disagreeable, obstinate, illilieral dirui-tor of all men, women, 
and children — a sort of Hupcrintcntlent of all actions, tiinc, 
and place, with unquestioned authority to arraign, jiidgo, 
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try pw4ii» luv« tfaatr^nfalB iiiw vW I»> 
!a» <M ttU affiun^ apHtad aad eampvraL JEm 

iteii%T!rwl dM9 matt cummunplaee tmt&a. At 

: in<i thence die ininrtuia. like uEber rapentfi- 
•preatl oTer tfae whole naigfabochood. As x • ^ 
.man the rejrniateJ the &mi!v. wliii4i sbe took ^ 
everybody hear ; she wm a mn <il pu«tmistre»- 
letmtorof allabnsesand iaipu«itiuas, uvl >itwm«l 
•ifpitAve to l)e consulted ibout all the tisefal and 
^tc* which ereryiiuiiv eUc coald baTe done a^ wull. 
'.eraf of her adviiw ta the pour, alwv*? enforein^ 
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sensible woman in the erect liead, the compreesed lijw, 
square elbows, and tirm, judicious step. Even her verj* 
garments seemed to partake of the prevailing charaetur of 
tlicir mistress. Her ruff always looked more sensible than 
any other body's ; her shawl sat most sensibly on her sUoul- 
ders ; her walking-shoea were acknowledged to lie very 
ecnsible,/and she drew on her gloves with an air of spiiso, as 
if the one arm had been Seneca, the other Socrates. | From 
what has been said it may easily bo inferred that Miss Jaoky 
was, in fact, anything hut a soneiblc woman, as, indeed, no 
woman can be who bears such visible outward marka of 
what is in reality the most quiet and uooeteutatious of all 
good qualities." 

Frederika Bremer, the Swedish novelist, whose novels 

have been translated into English, German, French, and 
Dutch, liad a style peculiarly her own. Her humor reminds 
me of a bed of mignonette, with its delicate yet permeating 
fragrance. One paragraph, like one spray of that shy 
flower, scarcely reveals the dainty flavor. 

From the " Neighbors," her best story, and one that still 
has a moderate snle, I take ber description of Fmuziska's 
first little lover-like quarrel with her adoring husband, the 
" Bear." (Let ua remember Miss Bremer with appreciation 
and gratitude, as one of the very few visitors wo have enter- 
tained who have written kindly of our eountiy and our 
" Homes,'") 

THE FIE8T QUAHREL. 

(" Here I am again sitting with a pen in my hand, im- 
pelled by a desire for writing, yet with nothing particular 
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to write about. Everything in the house and in the whole 
household arrangement is in order. Little patties are bak- 
ing in the kitclien, the weather is oppressively hot, and 
every leaf and bird seem as if deprived of motion. -. The 
hens lie outside in the sand before the window, the cock 
stands solitarily on one leg, and looks upon his harem with 
tlie countenance of a. sleepy sultan. Bear sits in his room 
writing letters. I hear him yawn ; that infects me. Oh ! 
oh ! I must go and have a little quarrel with him on pur- 
pose to awaken us both. 

'' I want at this moment a quire of writing-paper on 
which to drop sugar-cakes. He. is terribly miserly of his 
writing-paper, and on that very account I must have some 
now. 

^^ Later. — All is done! A complete quarrel, and how 
completely lively we are after it ! You, Maria, must hear 
all, that you may thus see how it goes on among married 
people. 

'' I went to my husband and said quite meekly, ' My 
Angel Bear, you must be so very good as to give me a quire 
of your writing-paper to drop sugar-cakes upon.' 

^'Ile {in consternution). ' A quire of writing-paper ? ' 

^'She ' Yes, my dear friend, of your very best writing- 
paper.' 

'''lie. ' Finest writing-paper ? Are you mad ? ' 

''She. ' Certainly not ; but 1 believe you are a little out 
of your senses. ' 

"He. ' You covetous sea-cat, leave off raging among my 
papers 1 You shall not have my paper ! ' 

"She. ' Miserly beast ! I shall and will have the paper.' 

"He. ' " 1 shall " 1 Listen a moment. Let's see, now, 
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how yon will accompliBh your will.' And the roagh Bear 
held both my email hands fast in his great pawB. 

^'Ske. ' Yon ugly Bear ! Yon are worse than any of 
those that walk on four lege. Let me loose 1 Let me 
loose, else I shall bite you ! ' And as he would not let me 
loose I bit bim. Yes, Maria, I bit him really on the band, 
at which he only laughed scornfully and eajd : ' Yes, yes, 
my little wife, that is always the way of those who are for- 
ward without the power to do. Take the paper. Now, 
take it ! ' 

'^She. ' Ah 1 Let me loose t let me loose I ' 

"//c. ' Ask me prettily. * 

"She. ' Dear Bear 1 ' 

"Jle. ' Acknowledge your fault.' 

"iShe. ' I do.' 

"lie. ' Pray for forgiveness.' 

'^She. ' Ah, forgiveness ! ' 

"He. ' Promise amendment.' 

"She. ' Oh, yes, amendment t ' 

"He. ' Nay, I'll pardon you. But now, no sour faces, 
dear wife, hat throw your anns round my neck and kiss me.' 

" I gave him a little box on the ear, stole a quire of 
paper, and ran off with loud exultation. Bear followed into 
the kitchen growling horribly ; but then I turned upon him 
armed with two delicious little patties, which 1 aimed at bis 
mouth, and there they vanislied. Bear, all at once, was 
quite still, the paper was forgotten, and reconciliation con- 
cluded. 

"There ie, Maria, no better way of stopping the months 
of these lords of the creation than by putting into them 
something good to eat." 
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I wish I had room for my favorite Irishwoman, Ladj 
Morgan, and her description of her first rout at the house of 
the eccentric Lady Cork. 

The off-hand songs of her sister, Lady Clarke, are fine 
illustrations of rollicking Irish wit and badinage. 

At one of Lady Morgan's receptions, given in honor of 
fifty philosophers from England, Lady Clarke sang the fol- 
lowing song with *' great effect :'* 

FUN AND PHILOSOPHY. 

Heigh for onld Ireland ! Oh, would yon reqtdre a land 

Where men by nature are aU quite the thing, 
Where pure inspiratioD has taught the whole nation 

To tij^ht, love, and reason, talk politics, sing ; 
Tis Pat's mathematical, chemical, tactical, 

Knowing and practical, fanciful, gay, 
Fun and philosophy, supping and sophistry, 

There s nothing in life that is out of his way. 

He makes light of optics, and sees through dioptrics. 

He's a dab at projectiles— ne'er misses his man ; 
He 8 complete in attraction, and quick at reaction. 

By the doctrine of chances he squares every plan ; 
In hydraulics so frisky, the whole Bay of Biscay, 

If it flowed but with whiskey, he*d store it away. 
Fun and philosophy, supping and sophistry, 

There's nothing in life that is out of his way. 

So to him cross over savant and philosopher. 

Thinking. God help them ! to bother us all ; 
But they'll find that for knowledge 'tis at our own college 

Themselves must inquire for—beds, dinner, or ball. 
There are lectures to tire, and good lodgings to hire, 

To all who require and have money to pay ; 
While fun and philosophy, supping and sophistry. 

Ladies and lecturing fill up the day. 



•I 




UUMOK OF LITERABT ENOLlSHWOUtlN. 

Bo at the Botnnda we all Dorts of fun do. 

Hard beorts anil pig-iron ve mElt in one flame ; 
For if Love blows Ibu bellowa, our tough college fellows 

Will thaw into raptnre at each lovely dame. 
There, too, aana apologj', tea, lorta. tautology. 

Are given with zoology, to grave and gay ; 
Thna tan and philoHopby, supping and sopluHtiy 

Send all to England home, happy and gay. 



f, 



From George Eliot, wboso humor is seen at its beet in 

Adam Beds" and '* Silas Mamcr," how much we could 
quote 1 How some of lier aearcliing comments cling to the 
meiriory 1 

" I've nothing to Bay again' her piety, m_y dear ; bnt I 
know very well I shouldn't like her to cook my victuals. 
When a man conies in hungry and tired, piety won't feed 
Jiim, I reckon. Hard carrots "ull tie heavy on liis stomach, 
piety or no piety. I callefl in one day whon she was dish- 
in' up Mr. Tryan's dinner, an' I could see the potatoes was 
as watery as watery. It's right enough to be sporitial, I'm 
no enemy to that, hut 1 like my potatoes meaty." 

" You're right there, Tookey ; there's allays two 'pin- 
ions : there's the 'pinion a man lias of himsen, and there's i 
the 'pinion other folks have on him. Tliero'd lie two 'pin- 
ions about a crucked bell if the hell could licar itself." 

" You're mighty fond o' Craig ; hut for my part, I think i 
he's welly like a cock as thinly tho anu's mao o' purpfjso to 
hear him crow." 

" When Mr. Brooke had something painful to tell it was 
nanally his way to introdnee it among a number of dis- 
jointed particulars, us if it wore a mudicine that would get 
a milder flavor by mixing," 
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1 knowB what woald become of oar sociality if 

^itcd people we speak ill of ; wealioald live like 

frinitd, ill crowded solitude." 

liu't one to see the cat walking into tlie dairj 

what elie's come after." 

iiotliiiig to say again' Craig. on"y it is a pity lie 

latcbeJ o'er again, and hatched different." 

, dciivin' the women are foolish i God Almighty 

. mutch the nien"/5 " • 

rvahtu of tiino to praise people dead whom ynu 

liilc living ; for it's but a poor harvest yon'U 

ring last year's crop." 

HSU Dinah's like all the rest of the women, and 

iikI two will come to make live, if she only cries 

jotlter enough about it." 

:ood face on it and don't seem to be looking out 

Isc you'll set other people to watchiii' for 'em, 



CHAPTER III. 



FROM ANNE I 



TO MRS. BTOWK. 



TiiE same gratifying progreee and improvement noticed 
in the wit of women of other lands is seen in studying the 
literary annals of our own country worn en. 

Think of Anno Bradstreet,* Mercy Warren, and Tabttlia 
Tenney, all extolled to the skies by their contemporaries. 

Mercy Warren was a satiript quite in the Etrain of Juve- 
nal, hut in cumbrouB, artiticiitl fashion. 

Hon. John Winthrop consulted her on the proposed bhb- 
peusion of trade with England in all hut the necessaries of 
life, and she playfully gives a list of articles that would he 
inclnded in that word : 

" An inTentory dear 

Of All Bti« needs Lamira offera here ; 

Nor does abe feu a rigid Cato'n frown, 

Wbep she lays by the riclj embroidereil gown, 

And modsBtl; romponnds for Jaat euongh, 

Perhaps aome daman of mere flighty Btaff ; 

With Inwns Had Inte strings, blonde and llechlin laces. 

Fringes and jewels, fniifi and tweeier-cBHea ; 

Gay claakH and bat. of every shape and itixe, 

Scorfa. CBrdinalg. aod ribands, of oil dyea, 

With mffles stamped and sproaa ot tambour. 

Tippet* and handkerohiefs, at least threeaoore ; 

With finest mnslina that fair India boaata, 

And the ohoioe herbage from Chineaian ooaata ; 



48 THE WIT OF WOMEN. 

Add feathers, furs, rich satin, and dncapes, 
And head-dresses in pyramidal shapes ; 
Sideboards of plate and porcelain profose. 
With fifty dittoes that the ladies nse. 
So weak Lamira and her wants so few 
Who can refuse? they're bat the sex's dne." 

Mrs. Sigoumey, volnminons and mediocre, is amnsing 
because so absolutely destitute of humor, and her style, a 
feminine Johisonese^ is absurdly hifalutin and strained. 

This is the way in which she alludes to green apples : 

'' From the time of their first taking on orbicular shape, 
and when it might be supposed their hardness and acidity 
would repulse all save elephantine tusks and ostrich stom- 
achs, they were the prey of roaming children." 

And in her poem " To a Shred of Linen'' : 

" Methinks T scan 
Some idiosyncrasy that marks thee oat 
A defunct piUow-case.*' 

She preserved, however, a long list of the various solicita- 
tions sent her to furnish poems for special occasions, and I 
think this shows that she possessed a sense of humor. Let 
me quote a few : 

'* Some verses were desired as an elegy on a pet canary 
accidentally drowniied in a barrel of swine's food. 

" A poem requested on the dog-star Sirius. 

" To write an ode for the wedding of people in Maine, 
of whom I had never heard. 

*' To punctuate a three-volume novel for an author who 
complained that the work of punctuating always brought 
on a pain in the small of his back. 



FROM ANNE BKADfePKEEr 



i9 



" Asked to assist a servant-iuan not very wo!l able to read 
in getting his Snnday-acliool lessons, and to write ont all 
the answers for him clear thruugh the book — to save hie 
time. 

" A lady whose husband expects to be absent on a jour- 
ney for a month or two wishes 1 would write a poem to 
testify her joy at his retnrn. 

" An elegy on a yonng man, one of the nine children of 
a judge of probate." 

Miss Sedgwick, in her letters, occasionally showed a keen 
sense of hamor, as, when speaking of a curtain novel, she 
said : 

" Thera is too nmch force for the subject. It is as if a 
railroad should beUailtand alocomotive started to transport 
skeletons, specimens, and one bird of Paradise." 

Mrs. Caroline Gilman, born in 1~'<)4, and still living, I 
author of " Kecollectious of a Southern Matron," etc., will ' 
be represented by one playful poem, whicli has a rentable 
Now England flavor ; 



JOSHUA'S C0UBT8HIP. 



Stoat JoHhua wns a farmer's son, 

Aud a pondering he eat 
One night when Iha fagots crBchling baraed. 

And purred the tabby cat. 

Josbns iTBa a well-grovD yonth, 

As one might plainly een 
By the Hleerea tliat vainly tried lo rondi 

His luuidB apon hia knee. 
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His splay-feet stood all parrot-toed 

In cowhide shoes arrayed, 
And his hair seemed cat across his brow 

By rale and plammet laid. 

And what was Joshaa pondering on. 
With his widely staring eyes. 

And his nostrils opening sensibly 
To ease his frequent sighs ? 

Not often will a lover's lips 

The tender secret tell, 
But out he spoke before he thoaght, 

** My gracious ! Nancy Bell !** 

His mother at her spinning-wheel, 
Good woman, stood and spun, 

" And what," says she, " it* come o'er yon, 
Is*t aimest or is*t fun ?*' 

Then Joshua gave a cunning look. 
Half bashful and half sporting, 

^ Now what did father do,'* says he, 
'* When first he came a courting ?" 

'* Why, Josh, the first thing that he did." 
With a knowing wink, said she, 

" He dressed up of a Sunday night, 
And cast sJieep's eyes at me." 

Josh said no more, but straight went out 
And sought a butcher's pen, 

Where twelve fat shoep, for market bound. 
Had lately slaughtered been. 

He bargained with a lover's zeal, 
Obtained the wished-for prize, 

And filled his pockets fore and aft 
With twice twelve bloody eyes. 
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Tlie next night was tho happy time 

When all New Engliuid sparka, 
Dreftt in their beat, go out to conrt, 

As Bpmce aad gay as larks. 

When floora are nicely aanded o'«r, 

Wben tins and pewter Bhine, 
And mUk-jmnB by the kitchen voll 

Display their dainty tine ; 

While the new ribbon deckn the waist 

OC many a waiting lass, 
"Who steals a ounscious look oC pride 

Toward her answering glass. 

In pensiTB mood sat Nancy Bell ; 

0( Joshnn thought not she, 
Bat at a hearty Bailor lad 

AoioBs the distant sea. 

Bt arm npon the table rests, 

Her hand sap porta her head, 
Wht'n JoBhun enters with a serape. 

And somewhat basbtol tread. 

No word he spake, but down he sat. 

And heaved a doleful High. 
Then at the table took bis aim 

And rolled a glaasy eye. 

Another and another IL 

Wilh iiuiikaudsl 
They tumbled in pu 

They tell upon tttBg 
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Until poor Nancy flew with soreams. 

To shun the amorooB sport. 
And Joshua found to cast <&eep*jt tyes 

Was not the way to court. 

'^ Fanny Forrester" and " Fanny Fern'* both delighted 
the public with individual styles of writing, vastly success- 
ful when a new thing. 

Wlien wanting a new dress and bonnet, as every woman 
will in the spring (or any time), Fanny Foirester wrote to 
Willis, of the JV^ew Mirror^ an appeal wliich he called 

very clover, adroit, and fanciful." 



a 



''You know the shops, in Broadway are very tempting 
this season. Such beautiful things 1 Well, you know 
(no, you don't know that, but you can guess) what a de- 
lightful thing it would be to a])pear in one of those 
charming, head-adorning, complexion-softening, hard -feat- 
ure-subduing Neapolitans, with a little gossamer veil drop- 
ping daintily on the shoulder of one of those exquisite haL 
sarin^s, to be seen any day at Stewart's and elsewhere. 
Well, you know (this you 7ntist know) that shopkeepers 
have the impertinence to demand- a trifling exchange for 
these things, even of a lady ; and also that some people 
have a remarkably small purse, and a remarkably small 
}H>rtiun of the yellow '' root" in that. And now, to bring 
the matter home, I am one of that class. 1 have the 
most beautiful little purse in the world, but it is only kept 
for show. I even find myself under the necessity of coun- 
terfeiting — that is, filling the void with tissue-paper in lieu 
of bank-notes, preparatory to a shopping expedition. Well, 
now to the point. As Bel and I snuggled down on the sofa 
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this morniug to read tlio iV'ujr Mirror (by the way, Comin 
Bel is never obliged to put tissue-paper in her purse), it 
struck lie that jou would be a friend in need, and give good 
counsel in this emergency. Bel, however, inaiated on ray 
not telling what I wanted the money for. She even 
thouglit tliiit I had lietter intimate orphanage, extreme 
fiutfering from the bursting of «ome Bpeculative bubble, 
illness, etc. ; but did I not know you better? Rave I read 
the IN'ew Mirror ao much (to any notliing of the graceful 
things coined under a bridge, and a thousand other pagee 
flung from the inner heart) and not learned who has an eye 
for everything pretty ! Not bo stupid, CoUBin Bel, no, 
no ! . . . 

" And to the point. Maybe you ot the -New Mirror 
PAY for acceptable articles, maybe not. Camprenfs 
voitsf Oh, I do hope that beautiful bcdzarine like Bel's 
will not he gone before another Saturday I Yon will not 
forget to anawer me in the nest Mirror; but pray, my 
dear Editor, let it be done very canliously, for Bel would 
pout all day if eho abould know what I have written. 

_*' Till Saturday, your anxiously -waiting friend, 

" Fanmy Fobrestks." 



Such a note reeoivcd hy an editor of thia generation 
wovild promptly fall into the waste-basket. But Willis was 
captivated, and auawered : 

" Well, wo give in ! On conrfition that yon are under 
twenty-five and that you will wear a rose (recognizably) in 
your bodice the first time you appear in Broadway with the 
hat and baha/ine, we will pay the bills. Write us there- 
after a sketch of Bel and yourself as cleverly done as this 
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letter, and you may ' snuggle ' down on the sofa and con- 
sider us paid, and the public charmed with you.'* 

This style of ingratiating one's self with an editor is as 
much a bygone as an aUiterative pen-name. 

- Fanny Fern (Sarah Willis Parton) also established a style 
of her own — *^ a new kind of composition ; short, pointed 
paragraphs, without beginning and without end — one clear, 
ringing note, and then silence." 

Her talent for humorous composition showed itself in her 
essays at school. I'll giv^e a bit from her " Suggestions on 
Arithmetic after Cramming for an Examination" : 

*' Every incident, every object of sight seemed to pro- 
duce an arithmetical result. I once saw a poor wretch evi- 
dently intoxicated ; thought I, * That man has overcome 
three scruples, to say the least, for three scruples make one 
dram.' Even the Sabbath was no day of rest for me — the 
psalms, prayers, and sermons were all translated by me into 
the language of arithmetic. A good man spoke very feel- 
ingly upon the manner in which our cares and perplexities 
were multiplied by riches. Muttered I : ' That, sir, de- 
pends upon whether the multiplier is a fraction or a whole 
number ; for if it be a fraction, it makes the product less.'. 
And whon another, lamenting the various divisions of the 
Church, pathetically exclaimed : ' And how shall we unite 
these several denominations in one ? ' 

'* 'Why, reduce them to a common denominator,' ex- 
claimed I, half aloud, wondering at his ignorance. 

^' And when an admiring swain protested his warm ' in- 
terest,' he brought only one word that chimed with my 
train of thought. 
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"' Interest f exclaimed I, starting from m^ i 
' What per cent, sir ? ' 

"' Ma'am j ' exclaimed my attendant, in the greatest 
possible amazement. 

" * How much per cent, sir ? ' said I, repeating my ques- 
tion. 

" His reply was lost on my ear save : ' Madam, at any 
rate do not trifle with my feelings. ' 

" ' At any rate, did you say ! Then take six per cent ; 
that is the easiest to calenlate.' ',' 

Her style, too, lias gone ont of fashion ; Lut iu its day it 
was thought very amusing. 

Mrs. Stowe needs no introduction, and she is another of 
those from wliom we quote little, because slie could con- 
tribute BO much, and one does not know where to choose. 
Her " Sam Lawaon'' is, perhaps, the most familiar of her 
odd characters and talkera. 

SAM LAWSOirs SATisas. 

" Well, Sam, what did you think of tlio sermon !" said 
Uncle Bill. 

" Wall," said Sam, leaning over tlie fire with his long, 
bony hands alternately raised to catch the wanntli, and then 
dropped with an utter laxness when the warmth became too 
pronounced, " Parson Simpson's a smart man ; but I toll 
ye, it's kind o' disconragin' . Why, he snid our state and 
_ condition by natur war just like this ; We war cleiir down 
in a well fifty feet deep, and the sides all round notliin' lint 
glare ice ; but we war under immediate obligations to get 
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out, 'cause we war free, voluntary agents. But nobody ever 
had got out, and nobody would, unless the Lord reached 
down and took 'em. And whether he would or not nobody 
could tell ; it was all sovereignty)^He said there wam't 
one in a hundred, not one in a thousand, not one in ten 
thousand, that would be saved. * Lordy massy,' says I to 
myself, ' ef that's so they're any of 'em welcome to my 
chance.' And so I kind o' ris up and come out, 'cause 
I'd got a pretty long walk home, and 1 wanted to go round 
by South I^ond and inquire about Aunt Sally Morse's 
toothache." . . . 

'* This 'ere Miss Sphyxy Smith's a rich old gal, and 
'mazin' smart to work," he began. ** Tell you, she holds 
all she gets. Old Sol, he told me a story 'bout her that 
was a pretty good un." 

'' What was it ?" said my grandmother. 

*' Wal, ye see, you 'member old Parson Jeduthun Ken- 
dall that lives up in Stonytown ; ho lost his wife a year ago 
last Thanksgivin', and he thought 'twar about time he lied 
another ; so he comes down and consults our Parson 
Lothrop. Says he : '1 want a good, smart, neat, economi- 
cal woman, with a good property. 1 don't care nothin' 
about her bein'- handsome. In fact, I ain't particular 
about anything else,' says he. AVal, Parson Lothrop, says 
he : 'I think, if that's the case, 1 know jest the woman to 
suit ye. She owns a clear, handsome property, and she's 
neat and economical ; but she's no beauty I ' * Oh, beauty 

is nothin' to me,' eavs Parson Kendall : and so he took the 

»■ ' 

direction. Wal, one day he hitclied up his old one-hoss 
shay, and kind o' brushed up, and started off a-courtin'. 
Wal, the parson come to the house, and he war tickled to 
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' pieces with tlis looks o* tilings outside, 'cause tlie house is 
all well eLingled and painted, and there ain't a picket loose 
nor a nail wantin' nowhere. 

" ' This 'ere'fl the woman for ine,' says Parson Kendall. 
So he goes wp and raps hard on the front door with his 
whip-handte. Wal, jou see, Miss Sphyxy she war jeet 
goin' out to help get in her ]»iy. She had on a pairo' 
clonipin' cowhide boots, and a pitchfork in her liand, jest 
goin' oni, when she heard the rap. So she come jest aa she 
was to the front door. Now, you know Parson Kendall's a 
little midget of a man, hut he stood there on the step kind 
o' smilin' and genteel, lickin' his lips and lookin' eo agree- 
able 1 Wal, the front door kind o' etnck — front doors gen- 
erally do, ye know, 'canse they ain't opened very often — 
and Miss Sphyxy she had to pull and haul and put to all 
her strength, and rinally it come open with a bang, and she 
'pearcd to the parson, pitchfork and all, sort o' frownin' 
like. 

"'What do yon want!' says she", fer, yon see, Mise 
Sphyxy ain't no ways tender to the men. 

" ' I want to see Miss Asphyxia Smith,' aays he, very 
civil, thinking she war the hired gal. 

" ' I'm Miss Asphyxia Smith,' says she. ' What do you 
want u' me i ' 

" Parson Kendall he jest took one f^yj^^^ on bur, 
from top to too. ' NfiTniN*,' say* ] 
round and went dowu the steps I{|(sJ[ 



Teare ago Mrs. Stowe puW 
New England life, which 1 
called " The Mayilowtfijj 
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and almost unknown to the present generation. From this I 
take her ** Night in a Canal*Boat." Extremely effective 
when read with enthusiasm and proper variety of tone. 
I quote it as a boon for the boys and girls who are often 
looking for something '' funny" to read aloud. 

THE CANAL-BOAT. 

BY HARKIET BBBCHER 8T0WB. 

Of all the ways of travelling which obtain among our 
locomotive nation, this said vehicle, the canal-boat, is the 
most absolutely prosaic and inglorious. There is something 
picturesque, nay, almost sublime, in the lordly march of 
your well-built, high-bred steamboat. Go take your stand 
on some overhanging bluff, where the blue Ohio winds its 
thread of silver, or the sturdy Mississippi tears its path 
through unbroken forests, and it will do your heart good to 
see the gallant boat walking the waters with unbroken and 
powerful tread, and, like some fabled monster of the wave, 
breathing fire and making the shores resound with its deep 
respirations. Then there is something mysterious — even 
awful — in the power of steam. See it curh'ng up against a 
blue sky some rosy morning, graceful, floating, intangible, 
and to all appearance the softest and gentlest of all spiritual 
things, and then think that it is this fairy spirit that keeps 
all the world alive and hot with motion ; think how excel- 
lent a servant it is, doing all sorts of gigantic works, like 
the genii of old ; and yet, if you let slip the talisman only 
for a moment, what terrible advantage it will take of you ! 
and you will confess that steam has some claims both to the 
beautiful and the terrible ! For our own part, when we are 
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down among the machinery of a steamboat in full play, we 
conduct ourselves very reverently, for we consider it as 
a very serious neighborhood, and every time the steam 
whizzes with such red-hot determination from the escape- 
valve, wo start as if some of the spirits were after us. But 
in a canal-boat there is no power, no mystery, no danger ; 
one cannot blow up, one cannot be drowned — unless by 
some special effort ; one sees clearly all there is in the 
case — a horse, a rope, and a muddy strip of water — and 
that is all. 

Did you ever try it, reader ? If not, take an imaginary 
trip with us, just for experiment. '' There's the boat !" 
exclaims a passenger in the omnibus, as we are rolling 
down from the Pittsburg Mansion House to the canal. 
"Where?" exclaim a dozen of voices, and forthwith a 
dozen heads go out of the M^indow. '' Why, down there, 
under that bridge ; don't you see those lights ?" ** What, 
that little thing !" exclaims an inexperienced traveller ; 
'* dear me ! we can't half of us get into it !'' *' We ! in- 
deed," says some old hand in the business ; ** I think you'll 
find it will hold us and a dozen more loads like us." '' Im- 
possible !" say some. ** You'll see," say the initiated ; and 
as soon as you get out you do see, and hear, too, what seems 
like a general breaking loose from the Tower of Babel, 
amid a perfect hail-storm of trunks, boxes, valises, carpet- 
bags, and every describable and indescribable form of what 
a Westerner calls " plunder." 

"That's my trunk!" barks out a big, round man. 
" That's my bandbox !" screams a heart-stricken old lady, 
in terror for her immaculate Sunday caps. " Where's my 
little red box ? I had two carpet-bags and a — My trunk 
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irle — Halloo ! where are yoii goiii^ with that 
■lui) Jluslmnd ! Husband! do see after tlie 
k.!t mil tlio little hair-trunk— Ob, and the 
tli! cliiiip !" " Go helo«-, go below, for mercy's 
It^iir ; I'll nee to the baggage." At last the fenii- 
of tTuatioii, perceiving that, in this particular in- 
uy miin nothing by pnblic speaking, are content 
liiictly under hatcbes ; and amuBing is the look of 
lii'h each new-comer gives to the confined qiiar- 
iruBuiit thcniaelveB. Those who wore so ignorant 
vtr of compression as to suppose the boat scarce 
igh tocontiiin thefn and theirs, find, with dismay, 
nhio colony of old ladies, babies, mothers, big 
lid carpet-bagK already established. "Mercy on 
I one, after surveying the little room, about ten 
and six feel high, " where are wo all to sleep to- 
"Oh, me, what a sight of chiidren !" says a 
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company. What a mercy it is that fat people are alwajre 
goud-natared I 

After tliiB foUowB an in discriminate mining down of all 
ehapes, sizes, sexes, and ages — men, women, ehildren, 
babies, and nurses. The state of feeling t)ecome8 perfectly 
desperate. Darkness gathers on all faces. '* We shall be 
smothered I we shall be crowded to death ! we cant nUiy 
here !" are heard faintly from one and another ; and yet, 
thungh the boat grows no wider, the walls no higher, tliey 
do live, and du stay there, in spite of repeated protestations 
to the contrary. Truly, as Sam Slick says, " there's a sight 
({fwear In human nutur' I" 

But meanwhile the children grow sleepy, and divers in- 
teresting little duets and trios arise from one part or another 
of tlie cabin. 

*' Uiisb, Johnny I be a good boy," says a pale, nursing 
mamma, to a greatj bristling, whltc-licaded phenomenon, 
who is kicking very much at large in her lap. 

"1 won't be a good boy, neither," responds Joliuny, 
with interesting explicituess ; " 1 want to go to bed, and 
BO-o-o-o I" and Johnny makes np a mouth as big as a tea- 
cup, and roars with good courage, and his [naninia asks him 
"if he ever saw pa do so," and tells him that *' be is 
mamma's dear, good little boy, and must not make a 
noise," witli various observatioos of tlte kind, which are so 
strikingly efficacious in such cases. Meanwhile the do- 
most iu concert in other quarters procee<ls with vigor. 
" Mamma, I'm tired I" bawls a child. " Where's tlio 
baby's nightgown ?" calls a nurse. " Do take Peter up in 
your lap, and keep him still," '• Pray get out some bis- 
cuits to stop their mouths." Meanwhile snudry babies 



62 THE WIT OF WOMEN. 

strike in con spirito, as the mnsic-bookfl have it, and execute 
various flourishes ; the disconsolate mothers sigli, and look 
as if all was over witli tliem ; and the young ladies appear 
extremely disgusted, and wonder *' what business women 
have to be travelling round with children." 

To these troubles succeeds the turning-out scene, when 
the whole caravan is ejected into the gentlemen's cabin, 
that the beds may be made. The red curtains are put 
down, and in solemn silence all the last mysterious prepara- 
tions begin. At length it is announced that all is ready. 
Forthwith the whole company rush back, and find the walls 
embellished by a series of little shelves, about a foot wide, 
each furnished with a mattress and bedding, and hooked to 
the ceiling by a very suspiciously slender cord. Direful 
are the ruminations and exclamations of inexperienced 
travellers, particularly young ones, as they eye these very 
equivocal acconmiodat ions. *'What, sleep up there I / 
won't sleep on one of those top shelves, / know. The 
cords will certainly break." The chamberinaid here takes 
up the conversation, and solemnly assures them that such 
an accident is not to be thouglit of at all ; that it is a natu- 
ral impossibility — a thing that could not happen without an 
actual miracle ; and since it becomes incrciisingly evident 
that thirty ladies cannot all sleep on the lowest shelf, there 
is some effort made to exercise faith in this doctrine ; never- 
theless all look on their neighbors with fear and trembling ; 
and when the stout lady talks of taking a shelf, she is motjt 
urgently pressed to change places with her alarmed neigh- 
bor below. Points of location being after a while adjusted, 
comes the last struggle. Everybody wants to take oif a 
bonnet, or look for a shawl, to find a cloak, or get a carpet- 
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Bag, and all set about it with such zeal that nothing can be 
done. ** Ma'am, you're on my foot I" says one. '' Will 
you please to move, ma'am ?" says somebody, who is gasp- 
ing and struggling behind you. *' Move !" you echo. 
'' Indeed, 1 should be very glad to, but I don't see much 
prospect of it." *' Chambermaid !" calls a lady who is 
struggling among a heap of carpet-bags and children at one 
end of the cabin. ** Ma'am !" echoes the poor chamber- 
maid, who is wedged fast in a similar situation at the other. 
" Where's my cloak, chambermaid ?" " I'd find it, 
ma'am, if 1 could move." ** Chambermaid, my basket !" 
*' Chambermaid, my parasol !" ** Chambermaid, my carpet- 
bag !" ''Mamma, they push me so!" ''Hush, child; 
crawl under there and lie still till I can undress you." At 
last, however, the various distresses are over, the babies 
sink to 'sleep, and even that much-enduring being, the 
chambermaid, seeks out some comer for repose. Tired 
and drowsy, you are just sinking into a doze, w^hen bang ! 
goes the boat against the sides of a lock ; ropes scrape, men 
run and shout, and up fly the heads of all the top-shelfites, 
who are generally the more juvenile and airy part of the 
company. 

'' What's that ! what's that !" flies from mouth to 
mouth ; and forthwith they proceed to awaken their re- 
spective relations. '' Mother ! Aunt Hannah I do wake 
up; what is this awful noise?" "Oh, only a lock." 
*' Pray, be still," groan out the sleepy memi)er3 from below. 

" A lock I" exclaim the vivacious creatures, ever on the 
alert for information ; '' and what is a lock, pray ?" 

" Don't you know what a lock is, you silly creatures. 
Do lie down and go to sleep.' ' 
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'* But Bay, there ain't any danger in a lock, is there f 
respond the querists. '^ Danger 1" exclaims a deaf old 
lady, poking up her head. *^ What's the matter? There 
hain't nothing burst, has there ?" ** No, no, no 1" exclaim 
the provoked and despairing opposition party, who find that 
there is no such thing as going to sleep till they have made 
the old lady below and the young ladies above understand 
exactly the philosophy of a lock. After a while the con- 
versation again subsides ; again all is still ; you hear only 
the trampling of horses and the rippling of the rope in the 
water, and sleep again is stealing over you. You doze, you 
dreara, and all of a sudden you are startled by a cry, 
'' Chambermaid ! wake up the lady that wants to be set 
ashore." Up jumps chambermaid, and up jump the lady 
and two children, and forthwith form a committee of in- 
quiry as to w;iys and means. '' Where's my bonnet ?" says 
the lady, half awake and fumbling among the various articles 
of that name. '' 1 thought I hung it up behind the door." 
'' Can't you find it ?" says the poor chambermaid, yawning 
and rubbing her eyes. '' Oh, yes, here it is," says the 
lady ; and then the cloak, the shawl, the gloves, the shoes, 
receive each a separate discussion. At last all seems ready, 
and they begin to move oflF, when lo ! Peter's cap is miss- 
ing. '' Now, where can it be ?" soliloquizes the lady. ^' 1 
put it right here by the table-leg ; maybe it got into some 
of the berths. " At this suggestion the chambermaid takes 
the candle, and goes round deliberately to every berth, 
poking the light directly in the face of every sleeper. 
''Here it is," she exclaims, pulling at something black 
imder one pillow. "No, indeed, those are my shoes," 
says the vexed sleeper. '* Maybe it's here," she resumes, 
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darting upon something dark in another berth. " No, 
that's my bag,' ' responds tho OL-ciipant. THie ehamberniuid 
then proceeds to turn over nil the children on tlie Hoor, to 
see if it is not under tlioni. Iii the course of which procpss 
(hey are most agreeably waked up and enlivened ; and 
when everybody is broad awake, and must nndiaritahly 
wishing the cap, and Peter too, at the bottom of the canal, 
the good lady exclaims, " Well, if this isn't Incky ; hero I 
had it safe in my basket all the time !" And she departed 
amid the — what shall I say ? execrations ! — of the whole 
company, ladies though they be. 

Well, after this follows a hushing np and wiping up 
among the jnvenile population, and a series of remarks 
commences from the varions shiilves of a very edifying and 
instructive tendency. One says that the woman did not 
seem to know where anything was ; another saye that she has 
waked them all up ; a third adds that she has waked up all 
the children, too ; and the elderly ladies make moral reflec- 
tions on the importance of putting your things where yon 
can find them — being always ready ; which oliservatlons, 
being delivered in an exceedingly doleful and drowsy tone, 
form a sort of sub-bass to the lively chattering of the npper- 
siieifites, who declare that they feel quite awake — that they 
don't think they shall go to sleep again to-night, and dis- 
course over everything in creation, until you heartily wish 
you were enough related to them to give them a scolding. 

At last, however, voice after voice drops off ; you fall 
into a most refreshing slumber ; it seems to you that you 
sleep about a quarter of an hour, when the chambermaid 
pulls you by the sleeve. "Will you please to get np, 
ma'am ? We want to make the buds." Von start and 
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stare. Sure enough, the night is gone. So much for 
sleeping on board canal-boats 1 

Let us not enumerate the manifold perplexities of the 
morning toilet in a place where every lady realizes most 
forcibly the condition of the old woman who lived under a 
broom: ''All she wanted was elbow-room." Let us not 
tell how one glass is made to answer for thirty fair, faces, 
one ewer and vase for thirty lavations ; and — tell it not in 
Gath — one towel for a company ! Let us not intimate how 
ladies' shoes have, in a night, clandestinely slid into the 
gentlemen's cabin, and gentlemen's boots elbowed, or, 
rather, toed their way among ladies' gear, nor recite the ex- 
clamations after runaway property that are heard. 

''I can't find nothing of Johnny's shoe !" '' Here's a 
shoe in the water-pitcher — is this it ?" '' My side-combs 
are gone !" exclaims a nymph with dishevelled curls. 
'' Massy ! do look at my bonnet !" exclaims an old lady, 
elevating an article crushed into as many angles as there are 
pieces in a mince-pie. '' I never did sleep bo ranch to- 
gether in my life," echoes a poor little French lady, whom 
despair has driven into talking English. 

But our shortening paper warns us not to prolong our 
catalogue of distresses beyond reasonable bounds, and there- 
fore wo will close with advising all our friends, who intend 
to try this way of travelling for pleasure^ to take a good 
stock both of patience and clean towels with them, for wo 
think that they will find abundant need for both. 



CHAPTER IV. 

" SAMPLES " HEBE AKD THERE. 

Next comes Mrs. Caroline M. Kirkland with her Western 
sketches. Many will remember her laughable description of 
'* Borrowing Out West," with its two appropriate mottoes : 
*' Lend me your ears," from Shakespeare, and from Bacon : 
11 Grant graciously what you cannot refuse safely." 

'' ' Mother wants your sifter,' said Miss lanthe Howard, 
a young lady of six years' standing, attired in a tattered 
calico thickened with dirt ; her unkempt locks straggling 
from under that hideous substitute for a bonnet so universal 
in the Western country — a diitj cotton handkerchief — 
which is used ad nauseam for all sorts of purposes. 

" * Mother wants your sifter, and she says she guesses 
you can let her have some sugar and tea, 'cause you've got 
plenty.' This excellent reason, * 'cause you've got plenty,' 
is conclusive as to sharing with neiglibors. 

'^ Sieves, smoothing-irons, and churns run about as if 
they had legs ; one brass kettle is enough for a whole 
neighborhood, and I could point to a cradle which has 
rocked half the babies in Montacute. 

** For my own part, I have lent my broom, my thread, 
my tape, my spoons, my cat, my thimble, my scissors, my 
shawl, my shoes, and have been asked for my combs and 
brushes, and my husband for his shaving apparatus and 
pantaloons.'* 
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Mrs. Whichar, whose ** Widow Bedott" is a familiar 
name, resembles Mrs. Kirkland in her comic portraitures, 
which were especially good of their kind, and never be- 
trayed any malice. The '^ Bedott Papers'' first appeared 
in 1846, and became popular at once. They are good 
examples of what they simply profess to be : an amusing 
series of comicalities. 

I shall not quote from them, as every one who enjoys 
that style of humor knows tliem by heart. It would be as 
useless as copying *' Now I lay me down to sleep," or 
** Mary had a little lamb," for a child's collection of 
verses ! 

There are many authors whom I cannot represent wor- 
thily in these brief limits. When, encouraged by the un- 
precedented popularity of this venture, I prepare an 
encyclopaedia of the '' Wit and Humor of American 
Women," I can do justice to such writers as *' Gail Hamil- 
ton" and Miss Alcott, whose '' Transcendental Wild Oats" 
cannot be cut. Rose Terry Cooke thinks her *' Knoware" 
the only funny thing she has ever done. She is greatly 
mistaken, as I can soon prove. '' Knoware" ought to bo 
printed by itself to delight thousands, as her *' Deacon's 
Week" has already done. To search for a few good things 
in the works of my witty friends is searching not for the 
time-honored needle in a hay-mow, but for two or three 
needles of just the right size out of a whole paper of 
needles. 

*' The Insanity of Cain," b}' Mrs. Mary Mapes Dodge, 

' an inimitable satire on the feebleness of our jury system 

\ and the absurd pretence of '' temponiry insanity," must 
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wait for tbat encyclopsedia. And her " Mies Molouy mi 
the Chinese Qnestion'' is known and admired by every one, 
inchiding the Prince o£ Wales, who was fairly convulsed by 
its fun, when brought out by our favorite oiocutionist, Miss 

[j Samh Cowtll, who had the honor of reading before royalty. 
' I regretfully omit the " Pcterkin LetterB," byLucretiaP. 
Hale, and the famous " William Henry Letters," by Mrs, 
<^^Abby Morton Diaz, The very best bit from Miss Bailie 
] Mclean would be how " G^randma Spicer gets Grandpa 
Ready for Sunday -school." from the " Cape Cod Folks ;" 
but why not save space for what ia not in everybody's 
mouth and memory i This is equally true of Mrs. Cleave- 
land's " No Sects in Heaven," which, like Arabella Wil- 
son's "Sextant," goes the rounds of all the papers every 
other year as a fresh delight. 

Marietta Holley, too, must be allowed only a brief quo- 
tation. "Samantha" is a family friend from Mexico to 
Alaska. Mre. Motta Victoria Victor, who died recently, has 
written an immense amount of humorous sketches. Her 
" Miss SlimmenB," the boarding-house keeper, is a marked 
character, and will lie remembered by many. 

I will select a few" samples," unsatisfactory because there 
is so much more jnst as good, and then give room for othera 
lose familiar. 

MISS LUCINDA'8 PIG. 

Br BOSK TERRY COOKE. 

" Ton don't know of any poor person who'd like to 
have a pig, do you V " said Hiss Lucinda, wistfully. 

" Well, the poorer they was, the quicker they'd eat him 
up, 1 guess — ef they could eat such a razor-back." 
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" Oh, I don't like to think of his being eaten ! I wish 
lie could bo got rid of some other way. Don't you think 
he might be killed in his sleep, Israel ?" 

"I think it's likely it would wake him up," said he, 
demurely. ''Killin' 's killin', and a critter can't sleep 
over it 's though 'twas the stomachache. 1 guess he'd kick 
some, ef he was asleep — and screech some, too I' ' 

'' Dear mo !" said Miss Lucinda, horrified at the idea. 
''I wish he could be sent out to run in the woods. Are 
there any good woods near here, Israel ?" 

"I don't know but what he'd as lieves be slartered to 
once as to starve an' be hunted down out in the lots. Be- 
sides, there ain't nobody as I knows of would like a hog to 
be a-rootin' round among their turnips and young wheat." . 

''Well, what I shall do with him I don't know !" de- 
spairingly exclaimed Miss Lucinda. " He was such a dear 
little thing when you bought him, Israel ! Do you remem- 
ber how pink his pretty little nose was — just like a rosebud 
— and how bright his eyes were, and his cunning legs ? 
And now he's grown so big and fierce ! But I can't help 
liking him, either." 

'' lie's a cute critter, that's sartain ; but he does too much 
rootin' to have a pink nose now, I expect ; there's consider- 
'ble on 't, so I guess it looks as well to have it gray. But 
I don't know no more'n vou do what to do abaout it." 

'' If I could only get rid of him without knowing what 
became of him !" exclaimed Miss Lucinda, squeezing her 
forefinger with great earnestness, and looking both puzzled 
and pained. 

" If Mees Lucinda would pairmit ?" said a voice behind 
her. 
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She turned round to see Monsieur T..eclerc on hw nutchf^^ 
just in the parlor-door. 

'' 1 shall, raees, myself dispose of pisr^'e, if if yW^^-. I 
can. I shall have no sound ; he shall to ^o away lik^j a 
silent snow, to trouble vou no more, nfjver I'' 

'' Oh, sir, if you could I But I don't ftf^e howr !'' 

'' If mees was to see, it would not li^; to -wivf; h#;r ^mti. 
I shall have him to go by maglqufi, to fiery land.*' 

Fairy-land, probably. But Mi^^ Lucinda did u^A. \t*'r 
ceive the equivoque, 

''Nor yet shall I trouble Mee^ntfir f.-^ray^:!. I ■A\'a\\ Un'/t- 
the aid of myself and one good ffifind that. I lj;iv<, : ;i/i/| 
some night, when you rise of the fnomiritr, U*: irh;ill /I'/t l/» 
.there." 

Miss Lucinda breathed a deep ?«igb of rt;\\*',f. 

" I am greatly obh'ged — I mean, I -l»;il! b"/* «^'iid kIi' 

" Well, I'm glad enough to wa.-!i u\y h;irid'. on », r.ii/| 
Israel. " I shall hanker arter the crxu-r '*^>utt\ (/»i» h', •• 
a-gettin* too big to be handy ; *n \l a ow. ''/mf'/M .il/'/ni 
critters, you ken git rid on %;rri Horr»<:h;i//'// '//],rt, f)»« / m; 
more plague than profit. l>ut folk-. h;iA ;^ot, to b*- h » iil'//M. 
excep' the Lord takes 'em : an' lU: ^t-jitzruWy '\fttt'i a*-*-. Ih 
— From Somebo<h/s yet/jhh^/rM. 

A GIFT JfOli-l: 

*' Well, he no need to Jia' dofi<r i», ?-..ify Tv*: lold hxn 
more'n four times he ha/J n't. on/ht »'/ |/iill .iiynn Io\a rdii I 
by the muzzle on't. No'a- h<;V, «i|, ;u<" /jj^i ji oh'*: for * 

" He won't never have no K\r.%wA: to do it ii^uin, Sfl 
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if you don't hurry up after tlie doctor," said Sary, wiping 
lier eyes on her dirty calico apron, thereby adding an 
effective shadow under their redness. 

''Well, I'm agoin', ain't I? But ye know yerself 
'twon't do to go so fur on eend, 'thout ye're vittled con- 
sider'ble well." 

So saying, he fell to at the meal she bad interrupted, hot 
potatoes, cold pork, dried venison, and blueberry pie van- 
ishing down his throat with an alacrity and dispatch that 
augured well for the thorough " vittling" he intended, 
while Sary went about folding chunks of boiled ham, thick 
slices of brown bread, solid rounds of " sody biskit," and 
slab-sided turnovers in a newspaper, filling a flat bottle 
with whiskey, and now and then casting a look at the low 
bed where young Harry McAlister lay, very much whiter 
than the sheets about him, and quite as unconscious of sur- 
roundings, the blood oozing slowly through such bandages 
as Scott Peck's rude surgery had twisted about a gunshot- 
wound in his thigh, and brought to close tension by a stick 
thrust through the folds, turned as tight as could be borne, 
and strapped into place by a bit of coarse twine. 

It was a long journey paddling up the Racquette River, 
across creek and carry, with the boat on his back, to the 
lakes, and then from Martin's to " Ilarri'tstown," where 
he knew a surgeon of repute from a great city was spending 
his vacation. It was touch-and-go with Harry before Scott 
and Dr. Drake got back. Sary had dosed him with veni- 
son-broth, hot and greasy, weak whiskey and water, and a 
little milk (only a little), for their cow was old and pastured 
chiefly on leaves and twigs, and she only came back to the 
shanty when she liked or needed to come, so their milk 
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supply was uncertain, and Sary dared not leavo her pntient 
long enoiigli to row to tlie end of Tapper's Luke, where 
the nearest cow was kept. But youtli has a power of 
recovery that defies circuiustance, and Dr. Drake was very 
skilful. Long weeks went by, and the green woods of July 
had brightened and faded into October's dim splendor be- 
fore Harry MeAUster could be carried up the river and 
over to Bartlett's, where liis mother had been called to 
meet him. She was a widow, and he her only child ; and, 
though she was rather silly and altogether unpractical, she 
had a tender, generous heart, and was ready to do anj-thing 
possible for Scott and Sarah Peck to show her gratitude for 
their kindness to her boy. She did not consult Harry at 
all. He had lost much blood from his accident and recov. 
ered strength slowly. She kept everj*thing like thought or 
trouble out of his way as far as she could, and when the 
fjimily physician found her heart was set on taking him to 
Florida for the winter, because he looked pale and her 
grandmother's aunt had died of cunsuinption, Dr. Peet. 
like a wise man, rubbed his hands together, bowed, and 
assured her it would be the very tiling. But eomething 
must be done for the Pecks before she went away. It 
occurred to her how difficult it must be for them to row 
everywhere in a small boat. A horse would be much bet- 
ter. Even if the roads were not good they could ride, 
Sarah behind Scott. And so useful in farming, too. Her 
mind was made up at once. She dispatched a check for 
three hundred dollars to Poter Haas, her old coachman, 
who had bought a farm in Vermont with his savings, and 
retired, with the cook for his wife, into the private life of a 
farmer. Mrs. MuAIister had tnach faith in Peter's knowl- 
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edge of horses and his honesty. She wrote him to buy a 
strong, steady animal, and convey it to Scott Peck, either 
sending hira word to come up to Bartlett's after it, or tak- 
ing it down the river ; but, at any rate, to make sure he 
had it. If the check would not pay all expenses, he was to 
draw on her for more. Peter took the opportunity to get 
rid of a horse he had no use for in winter ; a beast restive 
as a racer when not in daily use, but strong enough for any 
work, and steady enough if he had work. Two hundred 
and fifty dollars was the price now set on his head, though 
Peter had bought him for seventy-five, and thought him 
dear at that. The remaining fifty was ample for expenses ; 
but Peter was a prudent German and liked a margin. 
There was no difficulty in getting the horse as far as 
Martin's, and by dint of patient insistence Peter contrived 
to have him conveyed to Bartlett's ; but here he rested and 
sent a messenger down to Scott Peck, while he himself 
returned to Bridget at the farm, slowly cursing the country 
and the people as he went his way, for his delays and 
troubles had been numerous. 

^' Gosh !" said Scott Peck, when he stepped up to the 
log -house that served for the guides, unknowing what 
awaited him, for the messenger had not found him at home, 
but left word he was to come to Bartlett's for something, 
and the first thing he saw was this gray horse. 

" What fool fetched his hoss up here ?" 

The guides gathered about the door of their hut, burst 
into a loud cackle of laughter ; even the beautiful hounds 
in their rough kennel leaped up and bayed. 

*'W-a.a-l," drawled lazy Joe Tucker, ''the feller 't 
owns him ain't nobody's fool. Be ye, Scotty ?" 
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'' Wha-t !" ejaculated Scott. 

" It's your'n, man, sure as shootin' !" laughed Heartj 
Jack, Joe Tucker's brother. 

" Mine ? Jehoshaphat ! Blaze that air track, will ye ? 
I'm lost, sure." 

'^ Well, Bartlett's gone out Keeseville way, so't kinder 
was lef to me to tell ye. 'Member that ar chap that shot 
hisself in the leg down to your shanty this summer ?" 

''Well, I expect I do, seein' I ain't more'n a hundred 
year old," sarcastically answered Scott. 

" He's cleared out South-aways some'eres, and his ma 
consaited she was dredful obleeged to ye ; 'n I'm blessed if 
she didn't send an old Dutch feller up here fur to fetch ye 
that boss fur a present. He couldn't noways wait to see yo 
pus'nally, he sed, fur he mistrusted the' was snows here 
sometimes 'bout this season. Ho ! ho ! ho !" 

'' Good land !" said Scott, sitting down on a log, and 
putting his hands in his pockets, tlie image of perplexity, 
while the men about hirii roared with fresh laughter. 
" What be I a-goin' to do with the critter?" he asked of 
the crowd. 

'' Blessed if I know," answered Hearty Jack. 

'' Can't ye get him out to 'Sable Falls or Keeseville 'n 
sell him fur what he'll fetch ?" suggested Joe Tucker. 

'' I can't go now, noways. Sary's wood- pile's nigh gin 
out, 'n there was a mighty big sundog yesterday ; 'nd 
moreover I smell snow. It'll be suthin' to git hum as 'tis. 
Mabbe Bartlett'll keep him a spell." 

" No, he won't ; you kin bet your head. His fodder's 
a-runnin' short for the hornid critters. He's bought some 
up to Martin's, that's a-coinin' down dyrect ; but 'tain't 
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enough. He's put to't for more, Shnnldn't wonder ef he 
Lad to draw from North Elby wlion Eluddin' seta in."' 

" Well, I dono's there's but one thing for to do ; fetch 
him bum somehow or 'nother ; 'ud there's my boat over to 
the carry !" 

" You'd bettor tie tlic critter on behind an' let him wade 
down the Racket 1" 

Another shout of laughter greeted this proposal. 

" I a'all take ze boat for you !" quietly said a little 
brown Canadian — Jean Poiton. " I am go to Tapper to. 
morrow. 1 have one hunt to make. I can take her." 

" Well said, Gene. I'll owe yon a turn. Bnt, fur all, 
how be I goin' to get that animile 'long the trail ?" 

"I dono !" answered Joe Tucker. "1 expect, if it's 
got to bo did, yon'Il fetch it somehow. But I'm mighty 
glad 'tain't my job I" 

Scott Peck thouglit Joe had good reason for joy in that 
direction before be had gone a mile on hia homeward way 1 
The trait was only a trail, rough, devious, crossed with 
roots of trees, brnshed with boughs of tir and pine, and the 
horee waa reetivo and nnrnly. By nightfall he had gone 
only a few miles, and when he had tied the beast to a tree 
and covered him with a blanket brought from Bartlott's for 
the purpose, and strapped on his own back all the way, the 
light of the camp-fire startled the horse so that Scott was 
forced to blind him with a comforter Irefore he would staml 
still. Then in the middle of the night, a great owl hooting 
from the tree-top just above him was a fresh scare, and but 
that the strap and rope both were new and strong he would 
have escaped. Scott listened to his roaring, trampling, 
snorts, and wild neigh with the composure of a sleepy 
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man ; but when he awoke at dayliglit, and found four 
inchcB of snow had fallen during the night, he Bwore. 

This wae too mach. Even to his praetised woodcraft it 
seemed impossible to get the horse safe to his ctearing with- 
out harm. It was only by dint of the utmost care and 
patience, the greatest watchfulness of the way, that lie got 
along at nil. Every rod or two he stumbled, and alt hut 
fell himself. Here and there a loaded hemlock bough, 
weighed out of its uprightness by the wet snow, snapped in 
his face and blinded him with its damp burden ; and he 
knew long before nightfall that another night in the woods 
was inevitable. lie could feed the horse on young twigs of 
beech and birch, fresh moee, and new-peeled bark (fodder 
the animal would have resented with scorn under any other 
conditions) ; but hunger hae no law concerning food. Scott 
himself was famished ; but his pipe and tobacco were a ref- 
uge wliose value he know before, and his charge was tirod 
enough to he quiet this second night; so the man had an 
undisturbed sleep by his comfortable fire. It was full niH.n 
of the next day when he reached his cabin. Jean Poiton 
had tied his lioat to its stake, and gone on without stopping 
to speak to Sarah ; so her surprise was wonderful when she 
saw Scott emerge from the forest, leading a gray creature. 
with drooping head and shambling gait, tired and dispirited. 

"Heaven's to Betsey, Scott Peck 1 What hev you got 
theep V 

" The devil !" growled Scott. 

Sary screamed. 

" Do hold your jaw, gal, an' git me sn'thin' hot to eat 'n 
drink. I'm eavager'n an Iiijin. Come, git along." Anil, 
tying his horse to a stump, the hungry man followed Sandi 
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se and helped liimaelf out of a keg in the comer 

viviiig draught. 

I' ' said Sarah, when the pork began to frizzle 
" ^Yhat upon airth did you buy a how for V 

covered it was a horse.) 

I giieps not. I ain't no such blamed fool as 

J. TiiiU feller you nussed up here asjieli back, 

nt it roun" to Bartlett'e, for a present to me." 
Did he think yon was a-goiu' to set up canawl 

tet V 

t he calc'Iated I'd go racin'," dryly answered 

it he ye a-goin' to feed him with ?" said Sary, 
jn stciika into the pan. 

lows ! I don't. Shut up, Sary 1 I'm tuek- 
h tlie lioast. I'd nither still-hunt three weeks 
in fetcJi liirn in from Sar'nae, now I tell ye. 
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vague idea of good manners, caught from the picture papers 
and occasional dime novels the tribe of Adirondack travel- 
lers strew even in such a wilderness, kept pecking at him. 

" Ta'n't no more'n civil to say thank ye, to the least," 
she said, till Scott's temper gave way. 

'' Stop a-pesterin' of me ! I've hed too much. I ain't 
a speck thankful ! I'm mightily t'other thing, whatever 
'tis. Write to her yourself, if you're a mind tu. You can 
make a better fist at it, anyways. Comes as nateral to 
women to lie as sap to run. I'll be ctamally blessed ef I 
touch paper for to do it." And he flung out of the door 
with a bang. 

Of course Sary wrote the letter, which one bahny day 
electrified Harry and his mother as they sat basking in 
Southern sunshine ; 

" Blis Maoalustub : This is fnr to say wee is reel obliged to ye far the 
Hoss." 

*' Good gracious, mother ! Did you send them a horse ?" 
ejaculated Harry. 

^' Why, my dear, I wanted to show my sense of their 
kindness, and I could not offer these people money. I 
thought a horse would be so useful !" 

*' Useful ! in the Adirondack woods !" And Harry 
burst into a fit of laughter that scarcely permitted his 
mother to go on ; but at last she proceeded : 

" Bat Sootty and me ain't ackwainted So to speak with Hoss ways ; 

he seems kinder Ham.sick if yoa may say that of a Cretnr. We air 

etamally gratified to Yon for sech a Valewble Pressent, but if you was 

Wiling we shood Like to swapp it of in spring far a kow, onrn Being 

some in years. 

'• yours to Command, Sary Peck." 
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'i Scfin PedE, tbee 
^ui'k. Sojtt had eooe a*17' <w » d 
J ftreh ajtEie son of foi^d for the poar uutMiv, 
l>% dureil turn in tlie facg. sod Skt vat sot oaa 
J- five liim ber poCaCo-peelh^ ukJ fome aenps of 
In, raddealy, be jertol hie hesd ^envlr. ai^fMd 
la tru, aoA vLeded romid npoB the fr^fciencd 



e nor Scott ever nw fl wir ** pft lianar* igMW. 
1 kn-jw be itni FWw tbe Atfinxubd fonst. and 

i;^ the gb«tlT' uid ghactlr white deer »f 

nd. Who can teB i Bat be wa* lined off 

Eboolden. u>d all St^Kt said br wit of epitiipb 

[arted, when be caaie home to lind bis wbiie need 

■ Hang presents !" 
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ment and confusion that rained down again ! The president 
got up and tried to speak ; the editor of the Auger talked 
wildlj ; Shakespeare Bobbet talked to himself incoherently, 
but Solomon Cypher's voice drowned 'em all out, as he 
kep' a-smitin' his breast and a hoUerin' that he wasn't goin' 
to be infringed upon, or come in contract with no woman I 

'* No female woman needn't think she was the equal of 
man ; and I should go as a woman or stay to home. I was 
so almost wore out by their talk, that I spoke right out, and, 
says I, ^ Good loAxd ! how did you ipose 1 was a-goin' ? ' 

*^ The president then said that he meant, if I went I 
mustn't look upon things with the eye of a ' Creation 
Searcher ' and a man (here he p'inted his forefinger right up 
in the air and waved it round in a real free and soarin' way), 
but look at things with the eye of a private investigator and 
a woman (here he p'inted his linger firm and stiddy right 
down into the wood-box and a pan of ashes). It war im- 
pressive — VEBY. ' ' 

MISS SLIMMENS SURPRISED. 
A Terrible Accident. 

BT MBTTA VICTORIA VICTOU. 

''Dora ! Dora ! Dora I wake up, wake up, I say ! Don't 
you smell something burning ? Wake up, child ! Don't 
you smell fire ? Good Lord I so do 1. I thought 1 wasn't 
mistaken. The room's full of smoke. Oh, dear ! what '11 
we do ? Don't stop to put on your petticoat. We'll all be 
burned to death. Fire I fire ! fire ! fire ! 

*' Yes, there is I 1 don't know where ! It's all over — our 
room's all in a blaze, and Dora won't come out till she gets 



82 TUE wrr of women. 

her dress on. Mr. Little, you shanH go in— I'll hold yon 
— you'll be killed just to save that chit of a girl, when — I 
— I — He's gone — rushed right into the flames. Oh, my 
house ! my furniture ! all my earnings ! Can't anything 
be done ? Fire ! fire ! fire ! Call the fire-engines ! ring 
the dinner-bell ! Be quiet ! How can I be quiet ? Yes, 
it is all in flames. 1 saw them myself ! Where's my silver 
spoons ? Oh, where's my teeth, and my silver soup-ladle ? 
Let me be ! I'm going out in the street before it's too 
late ! Oh, Mr. Grayson ! have you got water ? have you 
found the place ? are they bringing water ? 

*' Did you say the flre was out ? Was that you that spoke, 
Mr. Little ? 1 thought you were burned up, sure ; and 
there's Dora, too. How did they get it out ? My clothes- 
closet was on fire, and the room, too ! We would have 
been smothered in five minutes more if we hadn't waked 
up ! But it's all out now, and no damage done, but my 
dresses destroyed and the carpet spoiled. Thank the Lord, 
if that's the worst ! But it aint the worst. Dora, come 
along this minute to my room. 1 don't care if it is cold, 
and wet, and full of smoke. Don't you see — don't you see 
I'm in my night-clothes? I never thought of it before. 
I'm ruined, ruined con)pletely ! Go to bed, gentlemen ; 
get out of the way as quick as you can Dora, shut the 
door. Hand me that candle ; I want to look at myself in 
the glass. To think that all those gentlemen should have 
seen me in this fix ! I'd rather have perished in the flames. 
It's the very first night I've worn these flannel night-caps, 
and to bo seen in 'em ! Good gracious ! how old I do 
look ! Not a spear of hair on my head scarcely, and this 
red night-gown and old petticoat on, and my teeth in the 
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tnmbler, and the paint all waslisd off my face, anJ Bcarred 
bestdea ! It's no use 1 I never, never can aguiii make any 
of those men believe tliat I'm only twunty-Hve, and 1 felt so 
sure of some of tliem. 

" Of], Dora Adams ! you needn't look pale ; yon've loet 
nolliing, I'll warrant Mr. Little thought you never looked 
80 pretty as in that rnffled gown, and your hair all down 
over your ehouldera. He says yon were fainting from the 
smoke when be dragged you out. Yon must be a little fool 
to be afraid to come out looking that way. They any that 
new boarder is a drawing- master, and I seen some of his 
pictures yesterday ; he bad some such ridiculous things. 
He'll caricature me for the amueement of the yonng men, 
I know. Only think how my portrait would look taken to- 
night 1 and he'll have it, I'm sure, for I noticed him look- 
ing at me — the first that reminded me of my situation after 
the fire was put out. Well, there's but one thing to be 
done, and that's to pnt a bold face on it. I can't sleep any 
more to-night ; besides, the bed's wet, and it's beginning 
to get daylight. I'll go to work and get myself ready for 
breakf'.ist, and I'll pretend to something— I don't know just 
what — to get myself out of this scrape, if I can. . . . 

" Good-morning, gentlemen, good-moniing ! We had 
quite a fright last night, didn't we ? Dora and I came 
pretty near paying dear for a little frolic. You pee, we 
were dressing up in character to amuse ourselves, and I was 
all tixed up for to represent an old woman, and had put on 
a gray wig and an old rtuimel gown that I found, and we'd 
set up pretty lato, having sttnie fnn all to ourselves ; and I 
expect Dora must have been pretty sleepy when she was 
putting some of the things away, and sot Eru to a dress in 
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the closet without noticing it. F ve lost my whole ward- 
robe, nigh about, by her carelessness ; but it's such a mercy 
wo wasn't burned in our bed that I don't feel to complain 
so much on that account. Isn't it curious how I got caught 
dressed up like my grandmother ? We didn't suppose we 
were going to appear before so large an audience when we 
planned out our little frolic. ' ' What character did Dora 
assume ? Eeally, Mr. Little, I was so scared last night 
that I disremember. Slie took off her rigging before she 
went to bed. Don't you think I'd personify a pretty good 
old woman, gentlemen — ^ha ! ha I — for a lady of my age ? 
What's that, Mr. Little ? You wish I'd make you a pres- 
ent of that nightcap, to remember me by ? Of course ; 
I've no further use for it. Of course I haven't. It's one 
of Bridget's, that 1 borrowed for the occasion, and I've got 
to give it back to her. Have some coffee, Mr. Grayson — 
do ! I've got cream for it this morning. Mr. Smith, help 
yourself to some of the beefsteak. It's a very cold morn- 
ing — fine weather out of doors. Eat all you can, all of you. 
Have you any profiles to take yet, Mr. Gamboge ? I inay 
make up my mind to set for mine before you leave us ; 
I've always thought I should have it taken some time. In 
character ? He ! he ! Mr. Little, you're so funny ! But 
you'll excuse we this morning, as I had such a fright last 
night. I must go and take up that wet carpet." 



CHAPTER V. 
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By the conrteay of Harper Brothers 1 ain allowed to give 
joa " Aunt Anniky'e Toetli," by Sherwood Buiiner. The 
illnstrations add mnch, bat theatory is good enough without 
pictures. 

AUNT ANNIKY'S TEETH. 

Br SHKDWOOD BONSKR. 

Aunt Anniky was an African dame, fifty years old, and 
of an imposing presence. As a walHe-niaker she possessed 
a gift beyond the common, but her unapproachable talent 
lay in the province of nnrsing. She seemed born for the 
benefit of sick peo[tlo. She should have been painted with 
the apple of healing in her hand. For the rest, she whs a 
fuimy, illiterate old darkey, vain, affable, and neat as a pink. 

On one occasion my mother had a dangerous illness. 
Annt Anniky nursed her tlirongh it, giving hereelf no rest, 
night nor day, nntil her patient had come " back to dis 
walks an' ways ob life," as she expressed the dear mother's 
i-ecovery. My father, overjoyed and grateful, fait that we - 
owed this result qnite as much to Aunt Anniky 
family doctor, so be announced Iris intention of ' 
a handsome present, and, like King Ilerod, li^' 
chooee what it slmald be. 1 elmlt never io 
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Anniky looked as she etood there smiling and bowing, and 
bobbing the funniest little courtesies all the way down to 
tlie ground. 

And you would never guess what it was the old woman 
asked for. 

'* Well, Mars' Charles," said she (she had been one of 
our old servants, and always called my father ' Mars' 
Cliarles '), '' to tell you de livin' trufe, my soul an' body is 
a-yearnin' fur a han'sum chany set o' teef." 

'' A set of teeth !" said father, surprised enough. '' And 
have you none left of your own ?" * 

'' I has gummed it fur a good many ye'rs," said Aunt 
Anniky, with a sigh ; *' but not wishin' ter be ongrateful 
ter my obligations, I owns ter havin' five nateral teef. But 
dey is po' sogers ; dey shirks battle. One ob dem's got a 
little somethin' in it as lively as a speared worm, an' I tell 
you when anything teches it, hot or cold, it jest makes me 
dance! An' anudder is in my top jaw, an' ain't got no 
match fur it in de bottom one ; an' one is broke ofiE nearly 
to de root ; an' de las' two is so yaller dat I's ashamed ter 
show 'em in company, an' so I lif's my turkey-tail ter my 
mouf every time 1 laughs or speaks." 

Father turned to mother with a musing air. " The curi- 
ous student of humanity," he remarked, ** traces resem- 
blances where they are not obviously conspicuous. Now, 
at the first blush, one would not think of any common 
ground of meeting for our Aunt Anniky and the Empress 
Josephine. Yet that fine French lady introduced the fash- 
ion of handkerchiefs by continually raising delicate lace 
mouchoirs to her lips to hide her bad teeth. Aunt Anniky 
lifts her turkey-tail ! It really seems that human beings 
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should 1)6 classed ]»y strata, as if tliey were metals in the 
earth. Instead of dividing by natioiia, let us class by 
quality. So we might find Turk, Jow, Christian, fmshion- 
able lady and washerwoman, master and slave, liaitging 
together like cats on a clothes-line by some connecting cord 
of afiinity — " 

" In the mean time,'" said my mother, mildly, " Aunt 
Anniky is waiting to know if she is to have her teeth."' 

" Oh, surely, surely !" cried father, coming out of the 
clouds with a start. " I am going to the village to-morrow, 
Anniky, in the spring wagon. I will take you with me, 
and wo will see what the dentist can do for you." 

" Bless yo' heart, Mara' Charles !" said the delighted 
Anniky ; " you're jest as good as yo' blood and yo' name, 
and mo' I coiddnt say. " 

The morrow cume, and with it Annt Anniky, gorgeously 
arrayed in a flaming red calico, a bandanna handkerebiuf, 
and a string of carved yellow beads that glittered on her 
bosom like freah buttercups on a liill-slope. 

1 had petitioned to go with the party, for, as we lived on 
a plantation, a visit to the village wus something of an 
event. A brisk drive soon brought us to the centre of 
" the Square." A glittering sign hung brazenly from a 
high window on its western side, bearing, in raised black 
letters, the name, " Doctor AUmzo Bahb." 

Dr. Babh was the dentist and the odd fish of our village. 
Re beams in my memory aa a big, round man, with hair and 
smiles all over his face, who talked incessantly, and said 
things to make your blood run cold, 

" Do you see this ring J" he said, as he bosfcleJ about, 
polishing his instruments and making bis preparations for 
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the sacrifice of Aunt Anniky. He held up his right hand, 
on the forefinger of which gh'stened a ring the size of a dog- 
collar. *' Now, what d'ye s'pose that's made of ?" 

'^ Brass," suggested father, who was funny when not 
philosophical. 

''Brass /" cried Dr. Babb, with a withering look ; " it's 
virgin gold, that ring is. And where d'ye s'pose I found 
the gold ?" 

My father ran his hands into his pockets in a retrospective 
sort of way. 

" In the moutlis of my patients, every grain of it," said 
the dentist, with a perfectly diabolical smack of the lips. 
" Old fillings — plugs, you know — that I saved, and had 
made up into this shape. Good deal of sentiment about 
such a ring as this." 

'' Sentiment of a mixed nature, I should say," murmured 
my father, with a grimace. 

'' Mixed — rather I A speck here, a speck there. Some- 
times an eye, of tener a jaw, occasionally a front. More than 
a hundred men, I s'pose, have helped in the cause." 

'' Law, doctor I you beats de birds, you does," cries 
Aunt Anniky, whose head was as flat as the floor, where 
her reverence should have been. '' You know dey snatches 
de wool from ebery bush to make deir nests." 

" Lots of company for me, that ring is," said the doctor, 
ignoring the pertinent or impertinent interruption. ** Often 
as 1 sit in the twilight, I t^virl it around and around, 
a-thinking of the wagon -loads of food it has masticated, the 
blood that has flowed over it, the groans that it has cost ! 
Now, old lady, if you will sit just here." 

He motioned Aunt Anniky to the chair, into which she 
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dropped in a limp sort of waj, recovering herself immedi- 
ately, however, and Bitting bolt upright in a rigid attitude 
of detiance. Some moments of persuasion were necessary 
before she could be induced to lean back and allow Dr. 
Babb'a fingers on her nose while she breathed the laughlng- 
gaH ; but, once settled, the expression faded from her coun- 
teuaneo almost as quickly as a magic-Ianteni picture van- 
ishes. I watched her nervously, my attention divided 
between her vacant-looking face and a dreadful picture on 
the wall. It represented Dr. Babb himself, minus the hair, 
but with double the number of smiiea, standing by a patient 
from whose mouth he had apparently just extracted a huge 
molar that he held triumphantly in bis forceps. A gray- 
haired old gentleman regarded the pair with benevolent 
interest. The photograph was entitled, " His First Tooth." 

"Attracted by that picture ?" said Dr. Alonzo, affably, 
his fingers on Aunt Anniky's pulse. " My par had that 
stnick olf the first time I ever got a tootli out. That's par 
with the gray hair and the benediction attitude. Tell you, 
he was proud of me ! I had siieh an awful tussle with that 
tooth ! Thought tho old fellow's jaw was bouiitl to break I 
But I got it out, and after that my par took me with him 
round the country — starring the provinces, you know — and 
1 practised on the natives." 

By this time Aunt Anniky was well under the influence 
of the gas, and in an incredibly short space of time her five 
teeth were out. As she e^anie to herself I am sorry to say 
she was rathor silly, and quite mortified me by winking at 
Dr. Babb in the most confidential manner, and repf 
over and over again : " Honey, yer ain't harf as i 
yer thinks yer is 1" 
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After a few weeks of sore gums, Annt Anniky appeared, 
radiant with her new teeth. The eflEect was certainly 
fanny. In the first place, blackness itself was not so black 
as Aunt Anniky. She looked as if she had been dipped in 
ink and polished off with lamp-black. Her very eyes 
showed but the faintest rim of white. But those teeth were 
white enough to make up for everything. She had selected 
them herself, and the little ridiculous milk-white things 
were more fitted for the mouth of a Titania than for the 
great cavern in which Aunt Anniky's tongue moved and 
had its being. The gums above them were black, and 
when she spread lier ^wide mouth in a laugh, it always 
reminded me of a piano-lid opening suddenly and showing 
all the black and whice ivories at a glance. Aunt Anniky 
laughed a good deal, too, after getting her teeth in, and 
declared she had never been so happy in her life. It was 
observed, to her credit, that she put on no airs of pride, 
but was as sociable as ever, and made nothing of taking out 
her teeth and handing them around for inspection among 
her curious and admiring visitors. On that principle of 
human nature which glories in calling attention to the 
weakest part, she delighted in tough meats, stale bread, 
green fruits, and all other eatables that test the biting qual- 
ity of the teeth. But finally destruction came upon them 
in a way that no one could have foreseen. Uncle Ned was 
an old colored man who lived alone in a cabin not very far 
from Aunt Anniky's, but very different from her in point 
of cleanliness and order. In fact. Uncle Ned's wealth, 
apart from a little com crop, consisted in a lot of fine 
young pigs, that ran in and out of the house at all times, 
and were treated by their owner as tenderly as if they had 




l)oen Lis children. One fine day llie old man fell eick of a 
fever, and he sent in haste for Aunt Anniky to come and 
,.niir6e him, He agreed tu give lier a pig in ease she 
'Itruiight him tlirongh ; ehc^uld she fail to do so, she was to 
receive no pay. Welt, Uncle Ned got well, and the next 
thing we lieard was that he refnsed to pay the pig. My 
father was usnully called on to settle all the diepntee in the 
neighborhood ; so one morning Anniky and Ned appeared 
before him, both looking very indignant. 

" I'd jes' like tep tell yer, Mars' Charles," began tlncle 
Ned, " oh de trick dia niiser'blo ole nigger played on me." 

" Go on. Ned," said iriy father, with a resigned air, 

"Well, it wiiz de fift night o' de ftsver," said Uncle 
Ned, " an' I wuz a-tossin' an' a-moanin', an' old Anniky 
jes' lay back in lior cheer an' snored as ef a dozen frogs 
WDZ in her throat. I wuz a-perishiii' an' a-biimin' wid 
thirst, an' I hollered to Anniky ; but Lor ! 1 might as 
well 'a hollered to a tombstone ! It wuz ice I wanted ; an' 
1 knoweil dar wuz a glass soniewhar on my tible wid 
cracked ico in it. Lor' I Lor' I how dry I wiiz ! I nuber 
longed fer whiskey in my bom days ez I panted fur dat ice. 
It wiiz powerfol dark, fnr de grease wnz low in dc lump, 
an' de wick spluttered wid a dyin' flame. lint I felt 
aronn', feeble like an' slow, till my lingers touched a glass. 
I polled it to me, an' I run my ban" in an' grabbed de ice, 
as I 6* posed, an' flung it in my mouf, an' crunched, an* 
cruncliod — " 

Here there was an awful pause. Uncle Ned pointed his 
thumb at Anniky, looked wildly at my father, and said. !» 
a hollow voice : "/< wuz Anniki/'s Uv/T' 

My father threw back his head and lunghud tw 
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never heard liJin laiigli. Mother from lier sofa joined in. 
I was doubled up like a jack-knifo in the mrner. But us 
for tlie principale in the afFair, neither of their faeee moved 
a muwle. They saw no joke. Aunt Anniky, in a dread- 
ful, inntilcd, Bqnafihy sort of voice, took np the tale : 

" Nexsh ting I knowed, Marsh Sharles, someljody's 
Bhei;£iu* me by de head, a-jaraiuin' it up 'gtii de wail, 
a jawiu' at me like de Angel Oabricl at do rish ole sinners 
in de bad plashe — an' dar wash ole Ned a-spittin' like a 
black cat, an' a-howlin' so dreadful dat I tought he wash de 
debil ; an' when I got de light, dar wash my beautiful 
chany teef a-flung aroun', like scattered seed-corn, on de 
flu', an' Ned a-swariu' he'd have de law o' me." 

" An' artor all dat," broke in Unclo Ned, " she pretends 
to lay a claim fur my pig. Bat I says no, sir ; I don't pay 
uolwdy nothin' who's played me a trick like diit." 

"Trick'."' said Aunt Anniky, scornfully, " whar's de 
trick f Tiiik i wanted yer ter eat my teef ! An' fnrder- 
mo', Marsh Sharles, dar's jes' dis about it : when dat night 
set in dar warn't no mo' hope fur old Ned dan fur a foun- 
dered sheep. Laws-a-niassy I dat's why I went ter sleep. 
1 wanted ter hov strengt' ter put on his burial clo'es in de 
momiu'. But don' yer see, Margh Sharles, dat when he 
got so mad it brought on a sweat dat hmke de y&oer ! 
It saved him I But, fnr all dat, arter mnnchin' an' man- 
glin' my chany teef, he has do imiterdence ob tryin' to 
'prive nie oli de pig 1 honestly 'amed." 

It was a hard case. Uncle Ned eat there a very image of 
injured dignity, while Aunt Anniky bound a red handker- 
chief around her inoutli and famied herself with her turkey- 
tail. 

" I am sure I don't know how to settle the matter," said 
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father, helplessly. " Ned, I don't see but thut you'll have 
to pay up." 

" Neber, Ware' Oharlee, neber." 

"Well, 8iippoae yon get married T' suggested father, 
brilliantly. '• That will unite your interests, yon know." 

Aunt Aiiniky tossed her head. Uncle Ned wiis old, 
wizened, wrinkled as a raisin, but be oyed Anniky over 
with a snperciJiona gaze, and said with dignity : " Ef I 
wanted ter marry, I could git a likely young gal." 

All the four points of Anniky's turban shook with indig- 
nation. " Pay me fur dem chany tnof I" she hissed. 

Some visitors intcrrnpted the dispute at this time, and 
the two old darkies went away. 

A week later T'nclo Ned appeared with rather a sheepish 
look. 

" Well, Mars' Charles," he said, " I'e ai)out concluded 
dat I'll marry Anniky," 

" Ah I ia that so ?" 

"'Pears like it's de onliest way I kin save my pigs," 
said Uncle Ned, with a Bigh, "When she's married she 
bonn' ter 'beij me. Women 'bey your husbands ; dat's 
what de good Book says, " 

" Yes, she will hay you, I don't doubt," said my father, 
making a pun that Uncle Ned could not appreciate. 

" An' ef ever she openn her jaw ter me 'bout deni ar 
teef." he went on, " I'll mti»h her," 

Uncle Ned tottered on his legs like an unscrewed fruit- 
stard, and I had my own opinion as to his " mashing" 
Aunt Anniky. This opinion was confirmed the next day 
when father nfferod her hb congratnlations, " You i 
r own mind," he remarked. 



lugh t 



V your 



' I'a ole, mayl«),*' said Anniky, " but so is it »nk-trc" 
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an' it's vigorous, I reckon. Ts a purty vigorous sort o' 
growth myself, 'an' I reckon I'll have my own way with 
Xed. I'm gwine ter fatten dem pigs o' hisn, an' you see 
ef I don't sell em nex' Christmas fur money 'nouf ter git a 
new string o' chany teef." 

'* Look here, Anniky," said father, with a burst of 
generosity, ''you and Ned will quarrel about those teeth 
till the day of doom, so 1 will make you a wedding pres- 
ent of another set, that you may begin married life in 
liarmonv." 

Aunt Anniky expressed her gratitude. '' An' dis time," 
she said, with sudden fury, " I sleeps wid 'em m." 

The teeth were presented, and the wedding preparations 
began. The expectant bride went ov^er to Ned's cabin and 
gave it such a clearing up as it had never had. But Ned 
did not seem happy. He devoted himself entirely to his 
pigs, and wandered about looking more wizened every day. 
Finally he came to our gate and beckoned to me myste- 
riously. 

" Come over to my house, honey," he whispered, '^ an' 
bring a pen an' ink an' a piece o' paper wid yer. I wants 
yer ter write me a letter." 

I ran into the house for my little writing-desk, and fol- 
lowed Uncle Ned to his cabin. 

" Now, honey," he said, after barring the door carefully, 
''don't you ax me no questions, but jes' put down de 
words dat comes out o' my mouf on dat ar paper." 

" Very well, Uncle Ned, go on." 

"Anniky Ilobbleston," he began, "dat weddin' ain't 
agwine ter come off. You cleans up too much ter suit me. 
I ain't used ter so much water splashin' aroun'. Dirt is 




waniiiir, 'Spec I'd freeze dis winter if you wiiz here. 
All' you got too mucli tongue. Besides, I's got anuildor 
wife over in Tipper. An' I ain't a-gwine ter marry. A3 
fur liavin' de law, I's a leavin' dese parts, an' I takes der 
pigs wid ine. Yer can't fin' (/cm, an' yer can't Hn' m*. 
J''itr I ain't a-'jwine fcr marry. I wuz tiorn a bachelor, 
an' a bneholor will I represent myself befo' de j'lidgment- 
Beat. If you gives yer promise ter say no mo' 'boutdia 
marryin' bnslnoss, p'r'aparil come back some day. So no 
mo' at present, from your humble worshipper, 

'• Ned Cuddy." 

" Isn't that last part rather inconaistfiut ?" said I, greatly 
am used. 

" Yes, honey, if yer says so ; an' it's kind o" aoothin* to 
de feelin's of a woman, yer know," 

I wrote it all down and read it aloud to Uncle Ned. 

" Now, my chile," he said, " I'm a-gwine ter git on my 
mule as soon as der moon riaes, an' drive my pigs ter Col' 
AVater Gap, whar I'll stay an' tish. Soon as I am well 
gone, you take dis letter ter Anniky ; but m.*n', don't tell 
whar I'a gone. An' if she takes it all right, an' promises 
ter let ma alone, you write me a letter, an' I'll git de fust 
Metliodis' preacher t run across in der woods ter read it ter 
me. Den, ef it's all right, I'll come back an' weed yer 
flower-garden fur yer as purly as preachin'." 

I agreed to do all Uncle Ned asked, and wo parted like 



conspirators. The next morning Uncle Ned was I 
and, after waiting a reasonable time I explained t' 
to my parents, and went over with hi& lett 
Anniky. 

"Powers above!" was her only who' 



sing, 
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i! rcinfirkable epiittle. Tbeii, after a pause to 
li(>iif,Hits, sho seized me by the slioiilcler, Baying : 
id' iKippy, honey, quick, an' ax Iiira ef he's 
ii'k tur his bargain 'bout dts teef. Tor know be 
ri i!cj- WW/, a weddiiC gif." 
u my father sent word that slie must keep the 
(ly lEn.ther added a messago of sympathy, with a 
pork et -band kercliief to dry Aunt Anniky's tears. 
' all right," Raid that eoneible old 80ul, 0[>ening 
il with a cheerful laugh. " Bless you, chile, it 

I wanted, not de man 1 An', honey, you jea' 
) il;U shif'loss old nigger, ef you know wliar bo'a 
mo hai'k liouic and git hia erap in dp groun' ; 
lis /'/« consaniod, yer jes' let him know dat I 
[.■k him up wid a teri-fuut pole, not ef be wmz to 

111!* kneos till de millennial day."— /'wm 
•ih-K,''^ jnihVixhc't in 1SS3 hij Harper BroOn'is. 



THE KADIOAL CLUB. 



Dear triends, I crave stt«ntiaD to Hatse tacts that I shall meDtioo 
About a Club called " RadicaJ," yoxl haven't heard before ; 

Qot ap to teach the oatioo wbb this new lijjfat (cderution. 
To teach the nation how to think, to lire, and to adore ; 
To teach it of the heighta and depths that all men sbould explore ; 
Onl; this and nothing more. 

It is not m; inclination, in this brieC commnDication, 

To prodnce a false impiees ion— which I greatly would deplore— 

Bat a few remarks I'm makin' on some notes a ohiel's been lakin,' 
Anil, if rm not mistakea, they'll make yonr soul upsoar, 
As yoa bend jonr eyes with eagerness to scan these verses o'er ; 
Tral; this and something more. 

And first, dear friends, the fact is, I'm sodlj out of practice, 
And maj fail in doing jastice to this literary bore ; 

Bat when I do begin it. I don't think 'twill take a minute 
To prove there's nothing in it (as yoa've donbtless heard before), 
Bnt a tree religions wrangling club— of this I'm verj sure— 
Only this and nothing more ! 

Twai a Tery cordial greeting, one bright morning of their meeting ; 
Such eager salutatioDs were never beard before. 

After due deliberation on the importance of the oocaaion, 
To begin the oisanizalion. Mr, Pompous took the floor 
With an air quite self-complacent, strutted up and took the floor, 
A» he'd olten done before '. 



Vitb an air of condescension he beepoke their close a1 
To an essay from a Wiseman versed in theologic lore ; 

He himself had had the plaaanre of a short glance at the treasure. 
And in no stinted measure said we had a treat in store ; 
Then he wnved his hand to Wiseraan and leaigned to him the floor ; 
Only this and nothing more. 
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Quick and nervous, short and wiry, with a look profound, yet fiery, 
Mr. Wiseman now stepped forward and eyed us darkly o*er, 

Then an aim-chair, quaint and olden, gay with colors green and golden, 
By the pretty hostess rolled in from its place behind the door. 
Was offered to the reader, in the centre of the floor. 
And he took the chair be sure. 

Then with arguments elastic, and a voice and eye sarcastic, 

Mr. Wiseman into flinders the Holy Bible tore ; 
And he proved beyond all question that the God of Moses' mention 

Was a fraudulent invention of some Hebrews, three or four. 

And the Son of God's ascension an imaginary soar I 
Only this and nothing more. 

Each member then admitted that his part was well acquitted. 

For his strong, impassioned reasoning had touched them to the core ; 
He felt sure, as he surveyed them through his specs, that he had 
*' played" them, 
And was proud that he had made them all astonished by his lore ; 
Not a continental cared he for the fruits such lessons bore. 
So he bowed and left the floor. 

Then a Colonel, cold and smiling, with a stately air beguiling. 
Who punctuates his paragraphs on Newport's sounding shore, ' 

Said his friend was wise and witty, and yet it seemed a pity 
To destroy in this old city the belief it had before 
In the ancient superstitions of the days of yore. 
This he said, and something more. 

Orthodoxy, he lamented, thought the Christian world demented. 
Yet still he felt a rev'rence as he read the Bible o'er, 

And he tbought the modern preacher, though a poor stick for a teacher, 
Or a broken reed, like Beecher, ought to have his claims looked o*er, 
And the " tyranny of science" was indeed, he felt quite sure, 
Our danger more and more. 

His remarks our pulses quicken, when a British Lion, stricken 

With his wondrous self-importance — he knew everything and more- 
Said he loathed such moderation ; and he made his declaration 
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That, in spitf ot nil crentioii, be found no God to adore ; 
And bis voice wna like tha ocena an iU aurt^es loudl; roar ; 
Only tbis and nothing more. 

Bot tbe interest now grew Inkewann , for an ancient Concotd book-worn 
Vr'itb aotborttiittTe tmmpiDg:, forward came and took Ibe door, 

And in Orphic myHticiMnis talked at life and ligbt and pristus. 
And the Infinite baptisinB on a IraoHOendental shorn. 
And the conoreto metapbyno, till we yawned in angniBh sore ; 
But atill hQ kept the lloor. 

Then nprose u kindred spirit almost ready to inherit 
The rare and radiant AideD thut be begged us to adore ; 

Bin aoiile vna beaming brightly, and his Ho(t hair floated wbitely 
Round ft face as fair and «igblly as n pions priest's of yore ; 
And we forgave the arRauients worn out years before. 
For we loved this naintly bote. 

Then a liTely little charmer, noted as a diess reformer, 

DecnnHe that myatio garment, ohemiloon, she wore. 
Said' she had no " views" of Jesas, and therefore would not tease us. 

But Ibat abe thon^ht 'twould please ns to look her figure o'er. 

For she wore no bustles nvyahtre, and oorsetK, she felt aure, 
Bhoold sqoeeie ber ntrrrmort. 

This pretty little pigeon said of conrse tbe trne religion 
Demanded ease of body before the mind oou1d soar ; 

Bnt that no emancipation conld come unto onr nntlon 
Until the aggregation of the clothes that women wore 
Were suspended from tbe shouldeni, and Bmoolli with many a gore, 
Plain behind and plain before ! 

Her remarks were toll of reason, bat a litUe out of eeoson. 
And the proper tone of talking Mr. Fairman did restore. 
When he sneered at priests and preaching, and indorsed the Index teui^li- 
ing. 
And with ptailaulbropio soreeehiog, naid he sought for 
The light of sense and troedom into darkened minds ti 
Tntly this, bat something more '. 
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Theu with eyes as biigbt as PhcebiiB, and hair dark aa Grebae, 
A maid with HtoDDiDg eye-glaa» neit appeared upon the floor ; 

In her uspeot she looked regal, though her words were few and feeblfe. 
But she \owed his 1o|jio legal und aa pore as golden ore, 
And iodonied the Iiuiex editor ia evvty word he swore, 
And then— said nothing more. 

Then a tall and red-taeed member, large and loose and soracwhnt limber 
(And though his oreed was ehaky, he the name of Bishop bore), 

Said that it he lived (oreTer, be ahoold forget, ah ! never. 
The Radicals so clever, in Boston by the shore ; 
But B, bad gold in bis 'ead tnial stop his saying hore. 
And we oil cried mcore. 



Then a rarely gifled mortal, to whom the triple portal 
Of Mosio, Art, and Poesy had opened years before. 

With a look of sombre feeling, depths within bis soul revealing. 
Leaving room for no appealing, he decided o'er and o'er 
The old, old vexing questions of the ahi/ and the ahereforf. 
And langUt us— nothing more. 

There are others I oiild mention wbo took part in this contention. 

And at Qrst 'twas my intention, bnt nt prenenl I forbear ; 
There's yonng Look-sharp, end Wriggle, who would make an angel 
gigS'f. 
And B, yonng conceited Zeigel, who was seated near the door ; 
If you could only see them, you'd laugh till yon were sore, 
And then yuu'd laugh st 

Bat, dear friends, I now most close, of these Badicals dispose, 
For I nm sad and weary as I view their folly o'er ; 

In their wild Utopian dreaming, and impracticable achrming 
For a ninfiil world's redeeming, common sense flies out (be di^' 
And the long-drawn dissertations come to— words and notbivinore ; 
Unly words, and nothing n 

Mary Cleniiner Htidson liaa spoken of Piioebe Cary as 
" the wittiest womtm in America." But she truly adds : 
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" A flash of wit, like a flash of tightniug, can only be 
remembered, it cannot be reproduced. Its very marvel 
lies in its spontaneity and evanescence ; its power is in 
being strnck from the present. Divorced from that, the 
keenest representation of it seems cold and dead. We read 
over the few remaining sentences which attempt to embody 
the repartees and bon mots of the moat famous wits of 
sutriety, such as Beun Na^h, Beau Brunimel, Madame du- 
DefFand, and Lady Mary Montagn ; we wonder at the pov- 
erty of these memorials o£ tlieir fame. Thus it must be 
with Phffibe Gary. Her most brilliant sallies were per- 
fectly lui premeditated, and by herself never repeated or 
remembered. Wlien she was in her best moods they came 
like flashes of heat lightning, like a rush of meteors, so 
suddenly and constantly you were dazzled while you were 
delighted, and afterward found it difficult to single or.t any 
distinct flash or separate meteor from the multitude. . . . 
This most wonderful of her gifts can only be represented 
by a few stray sontenees gleaned here aud there from the 
faithful memories of loving friends. . . . 

" One tells how, at a little party, where fun rose to a 
great height, one qniet person was suddenly attacked by a 
gay lady with the question : ' Why don't you langh i You 
sit there just like a post ! ' 

" ' There ! she called you a poet ; why don't you rail at 
her ? ' was Phiebe's iiiiick exclamation. 

" Mr. Barnum inGutionod to her that the skeleton man 
and the fat woman then on exhibition in his ' greatest sliow 
on earth ' were married. 

" ' I suppose they loved through thick and thin,' was her 
comment. 
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|iic occasion, when Plitebe was at the Miisenm 
lilt iit tlie curiosities,' sajB Mr. Barnuin, ' I pre- 
liad pa&Bed down a conple of steps. She, 
iiii; a big anaconda in a case at the top of the 
L'd olT, not noticing them, and fell. I was jnst 
(■iiteli her in my arms and save her from a good 

I inoro hieky than that first woman was who fell 
! iiirtnence of t!ie serpent,' said Phtelie, as slio 
liursclf. 

Ilicn asked by soiuu one at a dinner-party what 
lampagne they kept, slie replied : ' Oh, we drink 
I lint wo keep Mum.' 

1 a certain well-known actor, then recently de- 
ii-Q conspiciionR for his professional skill than 
virtnes, was disciissed. ' We shall never,' 



CHAPTER YI. 

GINGER-8NAP8. 

I WILL now offer you some good things of various degrees 
of humor. 1 do not feel it necessary to impress their merits 
upon you, for theyjspeak for themselves. Here is a quaint 
bit of satire from a bright Boston woman, which those on 
her side of the vexed Indian question will enjoy : 

• 

THE INDIAN AGENT. 

BT LOUISA HALL. 

He was a long, lean man, with a sad expression, as if 
weighed down by pity for poor humanity. His heart was 
evidently a great many sizes too large for him. He yearned 
to enfold all tribes and conditions of men in his encircling 
arms. He surveyed his audience with such affectionate in^ 
terest that he seemed to look into the very depths of their 
pockets. 

A few resolute men buttoned their coats, but the major- 
ity knew that this artifice would not save them, and tliey 
rather enjoyed it as a species of harmless dissipation. 
They liked to be talked into a state of exhilaration which 
obliged them to give without thinking much about it, and 
they felt very good and benevolent afterward. So they 
cheered the agent enthusiastically, as a signal for him to 
begin, and he came forward bowing, while the three red 
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out on their annual hunt. Tills year they will send a lai^er 
party well armed. 

" Tliese devotod men have left their Western homes and 
come here to aaeure you of their confidence in yonr affec- 
tion, anJ the love and gratitude they feel toward you. 
They eomo to asit for churches and sclioola, that their clill- 
dren may grow up like yours. But these things require 
money. On acconnt of the great scarcity of stone in the 
Kocky Moiint^ns, and the necessity of preserving standing 
timber for the Indian hunting-grounds, all building mate- 
rials for clinrchee and school-houses must be carried from 
the East at great expense. The door-eteps of the tjiiril 
orthoilox Kickapoo church cost one hundred and fifty dol- 
laTB, But it 18 money well invested. The gradual decrease 
of crime at the West lias eonvincod the most sceptical that 
a great work can be done among these people. The nniu- 
ber of murders committed in this country last year was one 
hundred and twenty-five ; this year only one hundred and 
twenty-three. 

" Although a great deal has heen done for these people, 
yon will bo surprised to learn how nmch remains to be 
done. I need not tell you that every dollar intrusted to me 
will be spent, and I hope you will live to see the remilt of 
your generosity. 

" I wish to build at lenet liftcen churches and school- 
houses before the cold weather sets in. The cost of build- 
ing has been greatly lesseued by employing native work- 
men, who are capable of designing and erecting simple edi- 
fices. The pulpits will be supplied by native preachers, 
and the expense of light and beat will be paid by the con- 
gregation. 
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B at least twenty-five welUqaalified native 
< ^"ill reqnire no salary beyond tlie neceBsory 
If food and clotliing. 

Iw boarding-hoiiees must be I)uilt and tastefnlly 

^'e have a large nnraber of Laiigliing Dog 

Lvlio wonld gladly take charge of such eatablish- 

Iniitivo committee will make a careful Belection of 
l-uiiE ae are most capable of gniding and encourag- 
j people, 
money for the benefit of these people has been used 

I BtnctcBt economy, and will be while I retain the 

I I have secured a slender provision for my declin- 
and sbali return to spend my days with my 

lieojile. 

Il will let these men wbo once owned tliia great 

:ak for tlieiiiaelves. Flying Deer, who will now 

§iu, U about forty years of a^c. lie lives wilb hit 
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" He says, my friends, that lie has always loved and 
tmsted the white people. He says that since he has seen 
the great cities and towns of the East, he loves his white 
brothers more than before. His red brothers, White Crow 
and the Rock on End, wish him to say that they also love 
you. He says the savage Gray Wolf tribe threaten to shoot 
and scalp them if they continue friendly to the whites. He 
asks for powder, guns, and ponies, that they may defend 
themselves from their enemies. He wants to convince you 
that they are rapidly becoming a civilized nation. The 
assistance you are about to give will only be required for a 
short time. They will soon become self-supporting, and 
relieve the Government of a heavy tax. They thank you 
for the kindness you have shown, and for the generous col- 
lection which will now be taken up. 

*' Will some friend close the doors while we give every 
one an opportunity to contribute to this good cause ? Re- 
member that he who shutteth up his ears to the cry of the 
poor, he shall also cry himself and shall not be heard. 
Those who prefer can leave a check with Deacon Meekham 
at the door, or with me at the hotel. (These substantial 
tokens of your regard will cause the wilderness to blossom 
as the rose. 

" In the name of our red brethren, let me again thank 
you." 



If one inclines to Irish fun, try this burlesque from Mrs. 
Lippincott. 
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Well soon tak* to shillalahs and shindies 
Whin we get to be sovereign electors, 

And torn all onr husbands' hearts from us. 
Thin what will we do for protectors ? 

We'll have to be crowners an' judges. 

An' such like ould malefactors, 
Or they'll make Common Gouncilmin of us ; 
. Thin where will be our ohar-acters ? 

Oh, Bridget, God save us from votin' ! 

For sure as the blissed sun rolls, 
We'll land in the State House or Congress, 

Thin what will become of our sowls ? 

Or the triumphs of a quack, by Miss Amanda T. Jones. 

DOCHTHEB O'FLANNIGAN AND HIS WONDHEEFUL CUBES. 



I'm Barney O'Flannigan, lately from Cork ; 

Fve crossed the big watther as bould as a shtork. 

*Tis a dochther I am and well versed in the thrade ; 

I can mix yez a powdher as good as is made. 

Have yez pains in yer bones or a throublesome ache 

In yer jints afther dancin' a jig at a wake ? 

Have yez caught a black eye from some blundhering whack ? 

Have yez vertebral twists in the sphine av yer back ? 

Whin ye 're walkin* the shtrates are yez likely to fall ? 

Don't whiskey sit weU on yer shtomick at all ? 

Sure 'tis botherin* nonsinse to sit down and wape 

Whin a bit av a powdher UU put yez to shiape. 

Shtate yer symptoms, me darlins, and niver yez doubt 

But as sure as a gun I can shtraighten yez out ! 

Thin don't yez be gravin' no more ; 
Arrah ! quit all yer sighin' forlorn ; 

Here's Barney O'Flannigan right to the fore. 
And bedad ! he's a gintleman born I 



r 
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IV. 

Well, Misthriss 0*Toole was tuck betther at once, 

For she riz up in bed and cried : ** Paddy, ye dnnce I 

Give the dochther a dhram. So I sat at me aise 

Abrewin' the punch jist as fine as ye plaze. 

Thin I lift a prascription all written down nate 

Wid ametios and diaphoretics complate ; 

Wid anti-shpasmodics to kape her so quiet, 

And a toddy so shtifF that ye'd all like to thry it. 

So Paddy O* Toole mixed 'em well in a cup — 

All barrin* the toddy, and that he dhrunk up ; 

For he«hwore 'twas a shame sich good brandy to waste 

On a double quotidian faverish taste ; 

And troth we agrade it was not bad to take. 

Whin we dhrank that same toddy nixt night— at the wake I 

Arrah ! don't yez be gravin' no more, 
Wid yer moanin' and sighin' forlorn ; 

Here's Barney O'Flannigan thrue to the core 
Av the hairt of a gintleman bom ! 

V. 

There was Michael McDonegan down wid a fit 

Caught ay dhrinkin' cowld watther—whin tipsy— a bit. 

'Twould have done yer hairt good to have heard him cry out 

For a cup of potheen or a tankard av shtout. 

Or a wee dhrap av whiskey, new out ay the shtill ; — 

And the shnakes that he saw— troth 'twas jist fit to kill I 

It was Mania Pototororum, bedad ! 

Holy Mithor av Moses t the divils he had I 

Thin to scare 'em away we surroonded his bed, 

Glapt on forty laches and blisthered his head, 

Bate all the tin pans and set up sich a howl, 

That the last fiery divil ran off, be me sowl I 

And we writ on his tombsthone, " He died ay a shpell 

Caught ay dhrinkin' cowld watther shtraight out av a well. 

Now don't yez be gravin' no more, 
Surrinder yer sighin' forlorn ! 

'Twill be fine whin ye cross to the Stygian shore, 
To be sint by a gintleman bom. 



fi 
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There was swate Ellen Malligan, sazed wid a cough. 

And ivery one said it would carry her o£F. 

** Whisht," says I, *' thmst to me, now, and don't yez go crazy ; 

If the girlie mnst die, sore Fll make her die aisy !" 

Ho I sairched through me books for the thrae diathasis 

Of morbus dyscrasia tuburculous phthasis ; 

And I boulsthered her up wid the shtrongest ay tonics. 

W^id iron and copper and hosts av carbonics ; 

Wid whiskey sarved shtraight in the finest av shtyle, 

And I grased all her inside wid cod-liver ile ! 

And says she (whin she died), ' * Och, dochther, me honey, 

'Tis you as can give us the worth av our money ; 

And begorra, I'll shpake to the divil this day 

Not to kape yez a-waitin* too long for yer pay.'* 

So don't yez be gravin' no more ! 
To the dogs wid yer sighin* forlorn ! 

Here's dhrugs be the handful and pills be the score, 
And to dale thim a gintleman bom. 

VII. 

There was Teddy Maloncy who bled at the nose 

Afther blowin* the life ; and mayhap ye'd suppose 

*Twns no matther at nil ; but the books all ngrade 

Twns a sarious visceral thronbhi indade : 

Wid the blood swimmin' ruond in a circle elliptic. 

The Schnoidarian membrane was wantin' a shtyptic ; 

The antiirior nures were nadin' a plug. 

And Teddy himself was in nii<le av a jug. 

Thin I rowled out u big pill av siipar av lend. 

And I dosed him, and shtood him u)) linn on his head. 

And BJiys I : '* Now. mc lad, don't be ntin' yer lingth. • 

But dhrink all ye plnze, jist to kape up yer shtrinRth." 

F:iith ! His widdy's a jewel ! lint whisht I don't ye shpake ! 

Hhe'Il be Misthriss O'Flnnnipan airly nixt wake. 

Coom, don't yez be gravin' no more ! 
Shmall use av y»'r sii^'hin' forlorn ; 

For yer kiddies, bolike, wbin tlioir monmin' is o'er, 
May marrj* some gintleinan born. 
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VIII. 
Oalil Biddy O'CBrdigan lived nil alone. 
And she felt mighty Date wid u bouae nv ker own — 
BhwHte-smelliA' and lionlaoine, rtwnped clane wid a rake, 
Wid two or tbnif pigs jut for company 'n sokH.' 
Well, phat sbonld she get bot the malady vile 
At oboterB-phobid-vomituB-bile I 

And she sinl Btraigbt (or me : " Dochther Bnrney. me lad," 
Bays she, " Toi id mule av aaaislaDce, bedad I 
BftTe ;ez niver a powdber or bit av a pill 7 
Me sbtomick's a ro«Un' ; jist make it liape Bhttll I" 
" I'm tbe b07 oan do that," says I ; " bould on a. rninit, 
Here's me midiolne-ahiBtwii] me calomel id it. 
And I'll mnke yes a bowle full av rid pipper tey 
80 Hbtrong ye'U be tbinkio' the divilH to pay." 
Now don't jcz be gruvin' 00 more ! 

Be <init nid yer Highin' foilom, 
Wid sbtryohuine and vitriol Bod opiam galore, 
Behonld me — -a gintleman burn. 
IX. 
Wid n gallon av ram thin a flip I created, 
8b«ate. wid maathard and sbpice : and the pokw I hated 
Ah rid aa agniDea jist ont av the miDt — 
And into bei elitomick, begorra, it wiQt I 
Oob, Diver belave me, but didn't she roar ! 
I'd have kaped her alive wid a qtiort or two Dior« ; 
And the thru; little pig« in that hoiiHu nv her own 
Wouldn't now be a-abtarvin' and sbqaalla' alone. 
And that goesooD. her boy — Ihi'' ahpalpoeu altogitfaer!— 
Would Diver have ahwom that I murdbered hia mither. 
Troth, (or sayin' that aamo. hut I aarved him a tbrick, 
Wbm 1 met him by obance wid a bit av a shtick. 
Fuilh, I dochthered him wall till the core I coD>p!ut«d, 
And, be jaber» I there's one man alive that I thmted ! 
o don't yez be ttravin' i 



To die doga wid yez sinbin' forlor 



Airah 1 knock whin ye'ie nick al O'Flannigan'a door. 
And die for a gintleman boru I 

^Sartiintr't Magatlnt^^ 1860 





THK wrr or womex. 

■ prefers to langh at tbe experience of ■*' called*' 
lat can be found more irresistible tlian thia f 

THE OLD-TIME RELIGION. ' 

BT JITLEA PICKERISe. 

'^'T/i-m. I say, Brover Horace, I hearn you pve 
terriblest b^tiog las' nite. What jon and ehe 
'-out about i 
Uornee. Well, Brover Simon, jon knowB yoar- 

lia* no dejection to flplanifjing how 1 mtee my - 
lie, and 'aiablisbea order dar when it's p'intedly '^ 
d 'fore gracious 1 I k-ab you to say dis time ef 
ed, and dat pow'ful bad. 

I'se allers been a plain, straight- sided nigger, 
never liad no use for new fandangles, let it he 
ut ; 'ligion, polytix, bisnces — don't ker what. 

■ say : " De ole way am de bes' way, an' you 
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worl' like a ram a-lauking fru a briisli-pilo, aod yon tJiink 
dat nigger haio'l forgot how to talk 1 She jes' rolled np 
}ier eyes ebery odor word, and fanned and talked like sbo 
'spected to die de nex' breff. SlieM tOM dat muBh-heud ob 
horn and talk proper as two dixunurys. 'Stead ob she call- 
in' ob me " daddy" and her madder " maimny," she say : 
" Par and mar, how can you bear to live in 8Gch a one-boss 
town as this J Ob ! 1 think 1 slionld die," And right 
about dar she hab all do actions ob an' old drake in a tbon- 
der-storui. I jes' stared ut dat gal toll I make her out, an' 
says I to myself ; " It's got to corae ;" but I don't say 
nothin' to nobody 'bout it — all de samo 1 knowed it had to 
come fue' as las'. Well, I jes' let lier hab more rope, as de 
sayin' is, tell she got whar I 'eluded war 'bout de end ob 
her tedder. Dat was on last Sunday mornin', when she 
went to meetiu' in aich a rig, n-puttin' on airs, tell sbc 
conldn't keep a straight track. When she camod home slio 
bnmg kumpny wid her, and, ob course, 1 couldn't do 
nutliin' then ; but I jes' kept my ears open, an' ef dat gul 
didn't disquollify me dm day, you ken bab my bat. 
Bnneby dey all gits to talkiu' 'bout "ligion and de churches, 
and den one young buck he step up, an' says he : " Miss 
Meriky, give us your 'pinion 'bout de matter." Wid dat 
she flung up her bead proud as de Queen Victory, an' says 
she : " 1 takes no iDfelligeiice in sich matters ; dey is all too 
eommon for me. BaptisAce le a foot or two below my 
grade. I 'tends da 'Pisclopian Church whar I resides, an' 
'si>e»'fi to jine dat one do nex' anniversary ob de bisliop. 
Oh 1 dey does eberytbing so lovely, and in so much style. 
I declar' nobody but common folks in de city goes to do 
fiabtiss Church. It made mo sick 't my etomnck to see so 
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much shoutin' and groanin' dis mornin' ; 'tis so nngenteel 
wid 118 to make so much sarcumlocutions in nieetin'.'' 
And thar she went a-giratin' 'bout de preacher a-coiuin' 
out in a w^hite shirt, and den a-runnin' back and gittin' on 
a black one, and de people a-jumpin' up and a-jawin' ob de 
preacher outen a book, and a-bowin' ob deir heads, and 
a-saying long rigmaroles o' stuff, tell my head fairly buzzed', 
and were dat mad at de gal I jes' couldn't see nuffin' in dat 
room. Well, I jes' waited tell the kumpny riz to go, and 
den 1 steps up, and says I : '^ Yoimg folks, you needn't let 
what Meriky told you 'bout dat church put no change inter 
you. She's sorter out ob her right mine now, but de nex' 
time you comes she'll be all right on dat and seberal oder 
subjicks ;" and den dey stared at Meriky mighty hard and 
goed away. 

Well, I jes' walks up to her, and I says: "Darter," 
says I, *' what ehu'ch are dat you say you gwine to jine ?" 
And says she, very prompt like: "Do 'Pisclopian, pa." 
And says I : " Meriky, Tse mighty consarned 'bout you, 
kase I knows your mine ain't right, and I shall jes' hab to 
bring you roun' de shortest way possible." So I retch me a 
fine bunch of hick'ries I done prepared for dat 'casion. And 
den she jumped up, and says she : " What make you think 
I loss my senses ?" " Bckase, darter, you done forgot how 
to walk and to talk, and dem is sure signs." And wid dat 
I jes' let in on her tell 1 'stonished her 'siderably. 'Fore I 
were done wid her she got ober dem dying a'rs, and jumped 
as high as a hopper-grass. Biinoby she 'gins to holler : 
" Oh, Lordy, daddy ! daddy ! don't give me no more." 

And says I : " You're iinprovin', dat's a fac' ; done got 
your natural voice back. What chu'ch does you 'long to, 
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MeribyT' And says she, a-cryin' : "1 don't 'long to 
none, pnr." 

Well, Igib her anodder leetlo totoh, and says I : ""What 
cliii'ch docs you 'long to, darter/" And says slie, all 
clioked like ; " I doeen't 'long to none." 

Den I jes' make dem hiek'ries ring for 'boat five min- 
ntes, and den I say : " Wliat clin'cli you 'longs to now, 
Sleriky !" And says she, fairly ehoutin' : " Bapties ; I'se 
a deep-water Baptiae." " Beny good," says I. "You 
don't 'spect to hub your name tuck offen dem chii'ch 
books ?" And says she : " No, sar ; I alius did despise 
dom Btnck-up 'Pisclopians ; dey ain't got no 'ligion 
nohow." 

Brover Simon, you never see a gal so holpen by a good 
genteel thrashiu' in all your days. 1 boun' she won't neber 
stick her noso in dem new-fandangie chu'ciies no inoro. 
Why, she jes' walks as straight dis morning, and looks hb 
peart as a sunflower, I'll lay a tenpence she'll be a-singin' 
before night dat good ole hyine she usened to be so fond 
ob. You knows, Brover Simon, how de words run : 



" Baptis, Bnptia is m; n 

My nauiBi* written 

'Bpeots to lib a&<1 die i 

Hy tuune u written 



u high ; 
n high." 



Srotfurr Simon. Yes, dat she will, I be boun' ; ef I does 
eay it, Brover Horace, you beats any man on church guber- 
ment an' family displanement ob anybody I ever htkfi seen. 

Brotfur Horace. Well, Broker, 1 does my lies'. You 
mws' pray for me, bo dat my han'e may be strongtliened. 
Dey feels mighty weak after dat conversion I give dat 
Merikylas' night. — ScrUmer'' a Monthly, Bric-a-BraCf iJiTtl. 



THE WIT OF WOUEK. 

I unadulterated coneolation that yon need, try 
ArKTT DOLEFUL'S VISIT. 



-J you do, Cornelia? I heard yon were sjiik, and 

I in to cheer yon up a little. My friends often 

I Budi a comfort to see you, Aunty Doleful. 

; BUC'h a How of conversation, and are so lively." 

said to myeelf, as I came up the stairs : " Per- 

lie liiBt time I'll ever see Coniolia Jane alive," 

I't mean to die yet, eh ? Well, now, liow do you 

BYou can't full. You tliink yuu are getting better, 

was ])oor Mrs. Jones sitting up, and every one 

>' t^niart she was, and all of a sudden she was 

■1t Bjiasnie in the hi;art, and went oS like a Hash. 

iiin^ to \mng the baby up by hand. But you 
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for fifty dtillare. Now, don't fidget bo ; it will be bad for 
the baby. 

Poor, little dear ! How eingalar it is, to ba anre, tliat 
yon can't tell whether a diild ia blind, or deaf and dumb, 
or a eripple at that age. It might bo ail, and you'd uever 
know it. 

Most of them that hare their sensee make bad use of 
them thongli ; that ought to be your comfort, if it does 
turn out to have anything dreadful tlie matter with it. 
And more don't live a year, I saw a baby'a funeral down 
the street as 1 caine along, 

IIow is Mr. Kobblu ? Well, but finds it warm in town, 
eh ? Well, I should think he would. Tliey are dropping 
down by hundre<le there with suu-etroke. Yoa must pre- 
pare your mind to have him brought home any day. Any- 
how, a trip on these railroad trains is jnst risking your life 
every time you take one. Etick and forth every day as he 
18, it's just trifling with danger. 

Dear I dear I now to think what dreadful things hang 
over na all tho time ! Dear ! dear ! 

Scarlet fever has broken ont in the village, Cornelia. 
Little Isaac Potter has it, anil I saw your Jimmy playing 
with him last Saturday. 

"Well, I must be going now, I've got another sick! 
friend, and I sha'n't think my duty done uideas I cheer her ' 
up a little before I sleep. Good-by, How pale you look, 
Cornelia ! I don't believe you have a good doctor. Do 
send him away and try some one else. You don't look bo 
well us yon did when I came in. But if anything huppeiiB, 
send for me at once. If I can't do anything vise, I can 
cheer yoQ up a little. 
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Mrs. Dallas, who lives in New York City, is a regular 
correspondent of the New York Ledger^ having taken Fanny 
Fern's place on that widely circulated paper, is a prom- 
inent member of '* Sorosis," and her Tuesday evening re- 
ceptions draw about her some of the brightest society of 
that cosmopolitan centre. 

All these selections are prizes for the long-suffering elo- 
cutionist who is expected to entertain his friends with some- 
thing new, laughter-provoking, and fully up to the mark. 

Mrs. Ames, of Brooklyn, known to the public as *' Eleanor 
Kirk," has revealed in her " Thanksgiving Growl " a bit 
of honest experience, refreshing with its plain Saxon and 
homely realism, which, when recited with proper spirit, is 
most effective. 

A THANKSGIVING GROWL. 

Oh, dear ! do pat some more chips on the fire, 

And hurry tip that oven I Just my luck — 
To have the bread slack. Set that plate up higher ! 

And for goodness* sake do clear this truck 
Away ! Frogs' legs and marbles on my moulding-board I 

What next I wonder? John Henry, wash your face ; 
And do get out from under foot, ' ' Afford more 

Cream ?" Usod all you had ? If that's the case. 
Skim all the pans. Do step a little spryer ! 

I wish I hadn't asked so many folks 
To spend Thanksgiving. Good gracious ! pofca the fire 

And put some water on. Lord, how it smokes ! 
I never was so tired in all my life ! 

And there's the cake to frost, and dough to mix 
For tarts. I can't cut pumpkin with this knife I 

Some women's husbands know enough to fix 
The kitchen tools ; but, for all mine would care, 

I might tear pumpkin with my teeth. John Henry, 
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If yon don't plnot yoaraelf on tbnt 'era chnir. 

I'll set yoa down so hdTil tbst yoa'll agree 
You're Hlactt [or goocl. Xhcm cmnbtrrlEB nie bodi. 
And laale like gall beiiide. Hand me some Sour, 
And do fiy ronnd. Jobn HeDry. wipe your none ! 

I wonder how 'twill be when 1 am dead? 
' ' How my noae '11 be V ' Yea, bow your nott 'II be, 

And bow yo'ir back 'U be. If tbat ain't red 
I'll misB my gueaa. I don't eipeot you'll Bee — 

You nor yonr father neither —what I've done 
And suffered in Ibis hoase. As tme's I live 

Them pesky fowl ain't stuffed ! The bigRest one 
Will bold two lusvea of bread. Say, wipe thnt aieve, 

And baud it here. Yon are the slowest poke 
In all Fnirmount. Lor' 1 there's Deacon Onbben's wife I 

She'll be here to-morrow. That pan can soak 
A little while. I never in my life 

a&v such a lazy critter as she is. 
If she stayed home, there wouldn't be B thing 

To eat. You bet she'll fill up here ! ' ' It's rin ?" 
'Well, ao it has. Jobn Henry ! Good king ! 

How did that boy get out ? You saw bim go 
'With both Bats full oi raisins and a pile 

Behind bim, and yon never let ma know 1 
There '. yoa've talked ao much I clean forgot the lya, 

1 wonder if the Gov em or had to slave 
Aa I do, if be would be so peaky frasli abont 

Thanksgiving Day? He'd been in bis grave 
With bait my work. '^Vbat, get along witbont 

AnIndian pudding? Well, that would be 
A novelty. No friend or foe shall say 

I'm close, or haven't asi much variety 
Aa other folks. There ! I think I see my way 

Quite oleor. The onions ore to peel. Lets see : 
Turnips, potatoes, apples there to stew. 

This squash to bake, and lick Jobn Henry I 
And attei thai— I really think I'm tbiongk 



CHAPTER VII. 



PROSE, BUT NOT PROSY. 



Mrs. Alice Wellington Rollins, in those interestiiig arti- 
cles in the Critw which induced me to look further, sajs : 

*' We claim high rank for the humor of women because 
it is almost exclusively of this higher, imaginative type. A 
woman rarely tells an anecdote, or hoards up a good story, 
or comes in and describes to you something funny that she 
has seen. Her humor is like a flash of lightning from a 
clear sky, coming when you least expect it, when it could 
not have been premeditated, and when, to the average con- 
sciousness, there is not the slightest provocation to humor, 
possessing thus in the very highest degree that element of 
surprise which is not only a factor in all humor, but to our 
mind the most important factor. You tell her that you 
cannot spend the winter with her because you have prom- 
ised to spend it with some one else, and she exclaims : 
' Oh, Ellen ! why were you not born twins ! ' She has, 
perhaps, recently built for herself a most charming home, 
and coming to see yours, which happens to be just a trifle 
more luxurious and charming, she remarks as she turns 
away : ' All I can say isf when you want to see squalor^ 
come and visit me in Oxford Street ! ' She puts down her 
heavy coffee-cup of stone- china with its untasted coffee at 
a little country inn, saying, with a sigh : ^ It's no use ; I 
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can't got at it ; it's like trying to drink over a stone wall.' 
She writes in a letter : ' We parted tliis morning with 
mutnal satisfaction ; that is, I suppose we did ; I know my 
satisfaction was mutnal enough for two.' She asks her 
little restless daughter in the most insinuating tones if she 
wonid not like to ' sit in papa's lap and have him tell Iter 
a story ; ' and when the little daughter responds with a 
most uncompromising ' no ! ' tarns her inilucement into a 
tlireat, and remarks with severity : ' Well, be a good girl, 
or yon will have to 1 ' She complains, when yon have kept 
her waiting while yon were bnying undersleeves, that yon 
mnst have bought ' undersleeves enough for a centipede." 

Tou ask how poor Mr. X is — the disconsolate widower 

who a fortnight ago was completely prostrated by his wife's 
death, and are told in calm and even tones that he is ' be- 
ginning to take notice.' You tell her that one of the best 
fellows in the class has been unjustly expelled, and that the 
class are to wear crape on tlieir left arms for thirty days, 
and tliat you only hope tliat the President will meet you in 
the college-yard and ask why you wear it ; to all of which 
she replies sootliingly, ' I wouldn't do that, Ilenry ; for the 
President might tell you not to monni, us your friend was 
not lost, only yorw before.^ Tou toll her of yonr stunned 
Bensatton on finding 8ome"of your literary work compli- 
mented in the Nation, and she exclaims : ' I should think 
80 t It must be like meeting an Indian and seeing him pafe^ 
his hand into his no-pocket to draw out a aeented pi ''^'^ 
handkercluef, instead of a tomahawk.' Or she wi*-' 
two Sunday-schools are trying to do all the good tl 
but that each is determined at any cost to do moi 
than the other." 
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I have selected several specimens of this higher type of 
humor. 

Mrs. Ellen H. Rollins was pre-eminently gifted in this 
direction. The humor in her exquisite *' New England 
Bygones" is so interwoven with the simple pathos of her 
memories that it cannot be detached without detriment to 
both. But I will venture to select three sketches from 

OLD-TIME CHILD LIFE. 

BY E. H. ARR. 

Betsy had the reddest hair of any girl 1 ever knew. It 
was quite short in front, and she had a way of twisting it, 
on either temple, into two little buttons, which she fastened 
with pins. The rest of it she brought quite far up on the 
top of her head, where she kept it in place wijbh a large- 
sized horn comb. Her face was covered with freckles, and 
her eyes, in winter, were apt to be inflamed. She always 
seemed to have a mop in her hand, and she had no respect 
for paint. She was as neat as old Dame Saflford herself, 
and was continually '^straightening things out," as she 
called it. Her temper, like her hair, was somewhat fiery ; 
and when her work did not suit her, she was prone to a 
gloomy view of life. If she was to be believed, things 
were always '' going to wrack and ruin" about the house ; 
and she had a queer way of taking time by the forelock. 
In the morning it was '' going on to twelve o'clock," and 
at noon it was '' going on to jnidnight." 

She kept her six kitchen chairs in a row on one side of 
the room, and as many flatirons in a line on the mantel- 
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piece. Evcrytliing nliere she was liail, slie said, to " stand 
just 80 ;" und woe to the sliild who carried crookedness into 
, her straight line^ * Betsy liad a mauocr of lier own, and 
madu a wonderful kind of a courtesy, with which her skirts 
puffed out all ai-oiind like a cheese. She always courtesied 
to Parson Meeker when she met hini, and said : " I hope 
to see you well, sir." Once she uourtesied in a prayer- 
meeting to a man who offered her a chair, and told him, in 
a slirill voice, to " keep his setting," tliough she was "ever 
80 much obleeged " to him. This was when she was under 
conviction, and Parson Meeker said he thought she had met 
■with a change of heart. Father Latliem's wife hoped so 
too, for then "there would he a chance of having some 
Long-noses and Pudding-sweets left over in the orchai'd." 

It was in time of the long drought, when fire ran over 
Grayfaeo, and a great comet appeared in the sky. Some of 
tlie people of Whitotieid thought the world was corning to 
an end. The comet stayed for weeks, visible even at noon- 
day, stretching its tail from the zenith far toward the west- 
ern horizon, and at night staring in at windows with its eyo 
of fire. It was the tidk of the people, who pondered over 
it with a helpless wonder. I recall two Whitulielil women 
ae they stood, one morning, hare-armed in a dnorn'ay, star- 
ing at and chattering about it. One snyB they " Jiilght an 
well stop work" and " take it easy" while thi>y eiiu. Tlio 
otiier thinks the hotter way l« to " keep on a stiddy jofc 
until it comet)." They wish they know " linw nuar It !•,*' 
and '' what the tail moans anyway." ^m 

Pctsy comc« along with n pail, which bIid scIh down, F 
then looks np to the comet. The air is deii^o with vin 
from Grayface, and the dry uurtli Is full .,( <'nii>U II 
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declares that it is '* going on two months since there has 
been any rain." Everything is '* going to wiack and 
ruin," and '' if that thing up there should burst, there'll be 
an end to Whitefield." 

Then she catches sight of me listening wide-mouthed, 
and she tells nie that I needn't suppose she is " going home 
to iron my pink muslin," for she thinks the tail of the 
comet *' has started, and is coming right down to whisk it 
off from the line." I believe her, and distinctly remember 
the terror that took hold of me as I rushed home and tore 
the pink muslin from the line, lest it should be whisked off 
by the comet's tail. 

When the drought broke, a single day's rain washed all 
the smoke from the air. Directly, the tail of the comet 
began to fade, and all of a sudden its fiery eye went out 
of the sky. 

Some of the villagers thought it had '^ burst," others that 
it had '' burned out." Betsy said : '' Whatever it was, it 
was a humbug ;" and the wisest man in Whitefield could 
neither tell whence it came nor whither it went. One 
thing, however, was certain : Farmer Lathem said that 
never, since his orchard began to bear, had he gathered 
such a crop of apples as he did, despite the drought, in the 
year of the great comet. 

MRS. MEEKER. 

BY E. H. ARR. 

When I rend of Roman matrons I always think of Mi^s. 
Meeker. Her features were marked, and her eyes of deep- 
est blue. She wore her hair combed cluselv down over her 
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ears, so that her forehead seemed to run up in a point liigh 
upon her head. Its color was of reddish-brown, and, I am 
sorry to say, so far as it was seen, it was not lier own. It 
was called a scratch, and Betsy said Mrs. Meeker *' would 
look enough sight better if she would leave it off. " Wliether 
any hair at all grew upon Mrs. Meeker's head was a great 
problem with the village children, and nothing could better 
illustrate the dignity of this woman than the fact that for 
more than thirty years the whole neighborhood tried in 
vain to find out. 

PARSON MEEKER. 

BT E. H. ARR. 

Every Sunday he preached two long sermons, each with 
fi^re heads, and each head itself divided. After the fifthly 
came an application, with an exhortation at its close. The 
sermons were called very able, or, more often, '' strong dis- 
courses." I used to think this was because Mrs. Meeker 
had stitched their leaves fast together. Betsy said they 
were just like Deacon Saunders's breaking-up plough, 
*' and went tearing right through sin." The parson, when 
I knew him, was a little slow of speech and dull of sight. 
He sometimes lost his place on his page. How afraid I 
used to be lest, not finding it, he should repeat his heads ! 
He always brought himself up with a jerk, however, and 
sailed safely through to the application. 

When that came, Benny almost always gave me a jog with 
his elbow or foot. Once he stuck a piu into my arm, 
which made me jump so that Deacon Saunders, who sat 
behind, waked up with a loud snort. The deacon was 
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always talking about the sermons being " powerfnl in doc- 
trine." "Wlien Benny asked Betsy what doctrines were, 
ehe told bim to "let doctrines alone;" that they were 
" pizen tilings, only lit for Iiardened old s 



There are many delightful articles which must I>e merely 
alluded to in passing, as the " Old Salem Shops," hy 
Eleanor Putnam, eo delicate and delicious that, once read, 
it will ever be a fragrant memory ; Louise Stockton's 
" Woman in the Ueetuurant" 1 want to give you, and Mrs. 
Barrow's " Pennikitty People ;" a chapter from Miss Bay- 
lor's " On This Side," and the opening chapters of Miss 
Phelps's " Old Maids' Paradise ;" also the description of 
" Joppa," by Grace Deuio Litchfield, in " Only an Inci- 
dent." There are otliers from which it is not possible to 
make extracts. Misa Woolaon's admirable " For the Ma- 
jor," though pathetic, almost tragic, in its underlying feel- 
ing, is, at the same time, a story of exqnisite humor, from 
which, nevertheless, not a single sentence could be (juoted 
tliat would be called "funny," Her work, and tliat of 
Frances Hodgson Burnett, as well as that of Miss Phelps 
and Mrs. Spotlord, shine with a silver thread of humor, 
worked too intimately into tlie whole warp and woof to be 
extracted mthout injuring both the solid material and the 
tinsel. To appreciate the point and delicacy of their finest 
wit, you must read the whole story and grasp tlio entire 
character or situation. 

Mrs. E. W. Bellamy, a Southern lady, published in last 
year's Aliantie Monthfij a sketch called " At Bent's 
Hotel," which ought to have a place in this volume ; but 
my publisher says authoritatively that there must be a limit 
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6omewhere ; eo this gem mmt be includtid in — a second 
series ! 

There is 60 much trntli^ well as humor in the following 
article, thut it most be incladeij. It gives in prose the 
agonies which Saxe told so feelingly in verse : 



A FATAL REPUTATION. 



BABEL PBANCKS 



I am impelled to write this as an awful warning to yonng 
men and women who are just entering upon life and its 
reeponsibilities. Tears ago I thoughtlessly took a false 
step, which at the time seemed trivial and of little import, 
but which has since assumed colossal proportions that 
threaten to overshadow nmch of the innocent happiness of 
my otherwise placid existence. What wonder, then, that I 
try to avert this danger from young and inexperienced 
minds who in their gay thoughtlessness rush into the very 
jaws of the disaster, and l>efore they are well aware find 
they are entrapped for Jife, as there is no escape for those 
who have thus brought their dooin upon themselves, 

I will trj- and relate how, like the Lady of Shalott, when 
I first began to gaze upon the world of realiticB " the 
curse" came upon me. It was in this wise : 

I lived in my youth an almost cloistral life of seclusion 
and self absorption, from which I was suddenly shaken by 
dreumstances, and forced to mingle in the busy world ; to 
which, after the first shock, I was not at all averse, bnt 
found verj' interesting, and also — and there was the weight 
that pulled me down — toleralily amusing. For I met some 
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curious people, and saw and heard some remarkable things ; 
and as I went among my friends I often used to give an 
account of my observations, until at last I discovered that 
wherever I went, and under whatever circumstances (ex- 
cept, of course, at the funeral of a member of the family), 
I was expected to be amusing ! I found myself in the same 
relation to society that the clown bears to the circus-master 
^ who has engaged him — he must either be funny or leave 
the troupe. 

Now, I am unfortunate in having no particular accom- 
plishments. I cannot sing either the old songs or the new ; 
neither am I a performer on divers instruments. I can 
paint a little, but my paintings do not seem to rouse any 
enthusiasm in the beholder, nor do they add an inspiring 
strain to conversation. I can, indeed, make gingerbread 
and six different kinds of pudding, but I hesitate to men- 
tion it, because the cook is far in advance of me in all these 
particulars, not to mention numerous other ways in which 
she excels. I have thus but one resource in life ; and when 
I give one or two instances of the humiliation and distress 
of mind to which I have been subjected on its account I am 
sure I shall win a sympathizing thought even from those 
who are more favored by nature, and possibly save a few 
young spirits from the pain of treading in my footsteps. 

In the first place, I am not naturally witty. Epigrams 
do not rise spontaneously to my lips, and it sometimes takes 
days and even weeks of consideration after an opportunity 
of making one has occurred before the appropriate words 
finally dawn upon me. By that time, of course, the retort 
is what the Catholics call '' a work of supererogation." I 
perhaps possess a slight *' sense of the humorous," which 
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has nndonbtedlj given rise to the fatal demand npon me, 
but I do not remember ever having been very fnnnj. 
There never was any danger of my experiencing difficulties 
like Dr. Holmes on that famous occasion when he was as 
funny as he could be. I have often been as funny as I 
could be, bnt the smallest of buttons on the slenderest of 
threads never detached itself on my account. I have never 
had to restrain my humorous remarks in the slightest de* 
gree, but on the contrary have sometimes been driven into 
making the most atrocious jokes, and even puns, because it 
was evident something of the sort was expected from me 
— only, of course, something l>etter. 

One occurrence of this kind will remain forever fixed in 
my memory. I was invited to a picnic, that most ghastly 
device of the human mind for playing at having a good 
time. At first I had declined to go, but it was represented 
to me that no less than three families had company for 
whose entertainment something must be done ; that two 
young and interesting friends of mine just al)out to l>e en- 
gaged to each otber would l>e simply inconsolable if the 
plan were given up ; and, in short, that I should show by 
not going an extremely hateful and unseemly spirit — " be- 
sides, it wouldn't do to have it without you, my dear," con- 
tinued my amiable friend, '* because you know you are al- 
ways the lite of the party." 80 I Hghed and c^iiisented. 

The day arrived, and l>efore niiie o*clo<*k in the morning 
the mercury «too<i at niiiety <l(*gree8 in the shade. The 
cook overnlept hen^'lf, and breakfuist was ko late that ^^ il- 
liam Ifenry missed the train into the eity, whieh didirt make 
it pleasanter for any of uts. I ha<l made an esj)eeially <lr]i- 
cate cake to take with me as njy bhare of the fe:>t, and 
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wlitle we were at breakfast I heard a cnsli io the direction 
of the kilcheD, and Lastening treinhlingly to discover the 
origin of it 1 foand the cake and the plate contaiaiog it in 
one indiBtiDguieliable heap on the floor. 

*' It 8ltp;>cd Ivetween me two handa as if it was alive, bad 
luck to it," said tlte cook ; *' and it was meeclf that saw 
the heavy crack in the plate before yoa eet the cake onto it, 
mnm !" 

I took cookies and boiled eggs to the picnic 

Tlie wreck had hardly been cleared away before my son 
and heir appeared in the doorway with a hole of unicnag* 
ined dimeneionB in liis third worst trousers. Uig second 
worst were already in the mending basket, so notbing re- 
mained for me but to clothe hiia in his best snic and wonder 
all day in which part of them I should find the largest hole 
when I came home. 

Laatly, I had just put on my hat, and was preparing to 
Bot forth, wann. tired and demoralized, when my youngest, 
in her anxiety fo bid me a sufficiently affectionate farewell, 
lost her small balance, and came rolling down-stairs after 
me. No serious harm was done, but it took nearly an hour 
before 1 succeeded in soothing and comforting her suffi- 
ciently to be able to leave her, with two brown-paper 
patches on her head and elbow, in the care of the nurse. 

When I arrived late, discouraged and with a headache, at - 
the picnic grounds, I found the assembled company sitting 
vnpidly nbout among mosquitoes and beetles, already look- 
ing bored to death, and I soon perceived that it was ex- 
pected of mo to provide amusement and entertainment for 
tho crowd. I tried to rally, therefore, and proposed a few 
guincs, which went of! iu a spiritless manner enough, and 
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apparently in consequence I began to be assailed with ques- 
tions and remarks of a reproaclif ill cliaracter, 

" Don't you feel well to-day ?" " Has anything hap- 
pened ?" " Toil don't seem as lively as nsual I" No one 
took the slightest notice of my cxplaQHtione, nntil at last, 
gouded into desperation by one eril-niinded old woman, 
who asked me if it were true that my husband was involved 
in the failure of Smith, Jones & Co., I launched out and 
became wildly and disgracefully silly. Nothing seemed too 
foolish, too senseless to say if it only answered the great 
purpose of keeping off the attack of personal questions. 

Thus the wretched day wore on, until at last it was time 
to go home, and the first feeling approaching content was 
stealing into my weary bosom as I gatliercd up my basket 
and shawls, when it was rudely dashed by the following 
conversation, conducted by two ladies to whom I had been 
introduced that day. They were standing at a little dis- 
tance from the rest of the company and from me, and evi- 
dently thought xheinselves far enough away to talk quite 
loud, so that these words were plainly borne to my ears : 

'" I bate to see people try to make themselves bo conspic- 
uons, don't you T' 

" YcB, indeed ; and to try to be funny when tliey 
haven't any fun in them." 

" I can't imagine what Maria was thinking about to cnll 
her witty !" 

" I know it. I should think such people had hotter keep 
quiet when they haven't anytlung to say. I'm glad it's 
time to go home. Picnics are sncli stupid things !" 

What more was said I do not know, for I left the spot as 
quickly as poseiblo, making an inward resolution to avuid 
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all picnics in the future till I should arrive at my second 
childhood. 

1 cannot refrain from giving one other little instance of 
my sufferings from this cause. I was again invited out ; 
this time to a lunch party, specially to meet the friend of a 
friend of mine. The very morning of the day it was to 
take place 1 received a telegram stating that my great-aunt 
had died suddenly in California. Now people don't usually 
care much about their great-aunts. They can bear to be 
chastened in tliis direction very comfortably ; but I did 
care about mine. She had been very kind to me, and 
though the width of a continent had separated us for the 
last ten years her memory was still dear to me. 

I sat down immediately to write a note excusing myself 
from my friend's lunch party, when, just as I took the 
paper, it occurred to me that it was rather a selfish thing to 
do. My friend's guests were invited, and her arrangements 
all made ; and as the visit of her friend was to be very 
short the opportunity of our meeting would probably be 
lost. So I wrote instead a note to the daughter of my 
great ^unt, and when the time came I went to the lunch 
party with a heavy heart. I had no opportunity of telling 
my friend of the sad news 1 had received that morning, 
and I suppose 1 may have been quiet ; perhaps I e^en 
seemed indifferent, though 1 tried not to be. I could not 
have been very successful, however, for 1 was just going 
up-stairs to put on my ^^ things" to go home, when I heard 
this little conversation in the dressing-room : 

'' It's too bad she wasn't more interesting to-day, but 
you never can tell how it will be. She will do as she likes, 
and that's the end of it." 
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^'Yes," said another voice, *' 1 think she is rather a 
moody person anyway ; she won't say a word if she doesn't 
feel like it." 

*' 'Sh-'sh — here she comes," said another, with the tone 
and look that told me it was 1 of whom they were talking. 

And so 1 adjure all youthful and hopeful persons, who 
have a tendency to be funny; to keep it a profound secret 
from the world. Indulge in your propensities to any ex- 
tent in your family circle ; keep your immediate relatives, 
if you like, in convulsions of inextinguishable laughter all 
the time ; but when you mingle in society guard your secret 
with your life. Never make a joke, and, if necessary, never 
take one ; and by so doing you shall perad venture escape 
that wrath to come to which I have fallen an innocent vic- 
tim, and which I doubt not will bring me to an untimely 
end. — The Independent, 

And a few pages from Miss Marf ree, who has shown such 
rare power in her short character sketches. 

A BLACKSMITH IN LOVE. 

BT CHARLES EOBERT CKADDOCK. 

The pine-knots flamed and glistened under the great 
wash-kettle. A tree-toad was persistently calling for rain 
in the dry distance. The girl, gravely impassive, beat the 
clothes with the heavy paddle. Her mother sliortly ceased 
to prod the white heaps in the boiling water, and presently 
took up the thread of her discourse. 

'' An' 'Vander hev got ter be a mighty suddint man. 1 
hearn tell, when I war down ter M'ria's house ter the quilt- 
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-s" niuiiHi, he war powerful ill-condncted. No- ' 
iiniii,'lit of lievin' much of a fight— thar hed heen 
lit'ks [laased atwixt the men thar ; but the fust 
.-;ir hiid on this hoy, he jea' lit out, an' tit like a 
, UiL'lit ail' lef lie lay about hiin with his fists, 
ivfd Ills huutin* -knife on some of 'em. The men ^ 
wur in no wise pleased with him." 
■■ liki! tcr me cz 'Vander air a peaceable boy 
f ho ain't jawed at an' air lef be," drawled 

liir wiifl cmbarraased for a moment. Then, with 

I sly iuid wise, she made an admission — a qualified 
" W'lial, wimnieo — -L'f— ef — ef they air young 
le liurd-headed >/it, air likely ter jaw 80?ne, enny- 
11 fsal oughtn't ter marry a man ez hev sot !iia 
iL-iii' lef in peace, llo is apt ter be a mighty 
,*app'iiUed critter." 
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her BUtliiu — cows, or wagons, or land. An' they war quiet 
men wlien they war alive, an' stays whar they air pnt now 
that tliey air dead ; not like old Parson UoodeDpyle, what 
lue wife hears stmnpin' round the house an' preacLin' every 
night, though she air ez deef ez a post, an' he hev been in 
giory twcHty year — twenty year an' better. Yer Aunt 
Malviny hed luck, eo meb1>Q 'tain't no kiilin' complaint fur 
a gal ter git ter talking like a fool about marryin' an' secb. 
LeastwiHe 1 ain't minded ter sorrow." 

She looked at her daughter with a gay grin, which, dis- 
torted by her toothleee gums and the wreathing steaiu from 
the kettle, enhanced her witch-like aspect and was spuri- 
ously malevolent. She did not notice the stir of an ap- 
proach through the .brambly tangles of the heights above 
until it was close at hand ; as she turned, she thought only 
of the mountain cattle and to see tlie red cow's picturesque 
head and crumpled honis thrust over the eaesafras bushes, or 
to hear thebrindle's clanking hell. It was certainly less un- 
expected to Cynthia when a young mountaineer, clad in 
brown jean trousers and a checked homespun shirt, emerged 
upon the rocky slope. He stilt wore his blacksmith's 
leather apron, and his powerful corded hammer-arm was 
bare beneath his tightly-rolled sleeve. He was tall and 
heavily built ; his sunburned face was square, with a 
strong lower jaw, and his features were accented by fino 
lines of charcoal, as if the whole were a clever sketch. 

Bis black eyes held tierce intimations, but there was 
mobility of expreseion about tliem that suggested changing 
impulses, strong but fleeting. He was like his forge-lire ; 
though the heat might be intense for a time, it iluctuatod 
with the breath of tlie bellows. Just now he was meekly 
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quailing before the old woman, whom he evidently had not 
thought to find here. It was as apt an illustration as might 
be, perhaps, of the inferiority of strength to finesse. She 
seemed an inconsiderable adversary, as, haggard, lean, and 
prematurely aged, she swayed on her prodding-stiek about 
the huge kettle ; but she was as a veritable David to this 
big young Goliath, though she, too, flung hardly more than 
a pel)ble at him. 

^' Laws-a-me !" she cried, in shrill, toothless glee ; " ef 
hyar ain't 'Vander Price 1 What brung ye down hyar 
along o' we-uns, 'Vander ?" she continued, with simulated 
anxiety. '* Hev that thar red heifer o' onrn lept over the 
fence agin, an' got inter Pete's corn ? Waal, sir, ef she 
ain't the headin'est heifer !" 

*' I hain't seen none o' yer heifer, ez 1 knows on," 
replied the young blacksmith, with gruff, drawling depreca- 
tion. Then he tried to regain his natural manner. '^I 
kem down hyar," he remarked, in an off-hand way, ** ter 
git a drink o' water." lie glanced furtively at the girl, 
then looked quickly away at the gallant red-bird, still gayly 
parading among the leaves. 

The old woman grinned with delight. '' Now, ef that 
ain't s'prisin'," she declared. '' Ef we hed knowed ez 
Lost Creek war a-goin' dry over yander a-nigh the shop, so 
ye an' Pete would hev ter kem hyar thirstin' fur water, 
we-uns would hev brung suthin' down hyar ter drink out'n. 
We-uns hain't got no gourd hyar, hev we, Cynthy ?" 

'* 'Thout it air the little gourd with the saft-soap in it," 
said Cynthia, confused and blushing. Her mother broke 
into a high, loud laugh. 

'' Ye ain't wantin' ter gin 'Vander the soap-gourd ter 
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drink oufn. CyntBy I Leastwise, I ain't goin' ter ^in it 
ter Fete. For I s'poee ef ye hev ter keni a haffen mile ter 
git ft driiik, 'Vander, ez Burely Pote'll hev ter kein, too. 
Waal, Waal, who would hev b'lieved ez Lost Creek would 
go dry nigh the shop, an' jit be a-BCUttlin' along like that 
hyaraboDts !" and she pointed with her bony finger at the 
swift flow of the water. 

lie was forced to abandon his clnmsy pretence of thirst. 
" Lost Creek ain't gone dry nowhar, ez I knows on," lie 
admitted, meehanicaliy rolling the sleeve of hia hatiimor- 
arm up and down as he talked. 

From Miss Woolson's story of " Atme," I give the pen- 
portrait of the precise 



" Codfish balls for breakfast on Sunday morning, of 
course," said Miss Lois, " and fried liHsty-pudding. On 
Wednesdays, a boiled dinner. Pies on Tuesdays and Satur- 



Tlie pins stood in straight rows on her pincushion ; three 
times each week every room in the house was swept, and 
the floors, as well as the furniture, dnsted. Beans were 
baked in an iron pot on Saturday night, and sweet-cake 
was made on Thursday. Winter or summer, through 
scarcity or plenty. Miss Lois never varied her established 
routine, thereby setting an example, she said, to the idle 
and shiftless. And certainly she was a faithful guide-post, 
continually pointing oat an industrious and systematic way, 
winch, however, to the end of time, no French -bloof led, 
Freneh-liearted person will ever travel, uidess drugged by 
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force. The villagers preferred their lake trout to Mise 
Loi's^B ealt codtish, their tartinee to her corn-meal pud- 
dings, and their eau-de-vU to her green tea ; tliey loved 
tiiDir disorder and their comfort ; her bar soap and scruh- 
biiig-bnish were a horror to their eyes. They washed the 
houseliold clotlies two or three times a year. Was not that 
enough ? Of what use the etidleae labor of this sharp-nosed 
woman, with glasses over lier eyes, at the church- house ? 
Were not, perhaps, the glosses the consequence of each 
toil ! And her Hgnre of a long leanness also ? 

Tho element of real heroism, however, came into Mies 
Lois's life in her persistent effort to employ Indian ser- 
vants. Tlirough long years had she persisted, through long 
years would she continue to persist. A succession of Chip- 
pewa squaws broke, stole, and skirmii^hed their way through 
her kitchen, with various degrees of success, generally in i 
the end departing suddenly at niglit with whatever booty 
they could lay their hands on. It is but justice to add, 
however, that this was not much, a rigid system of keys 
and excellent locks prevailing in tho weil-watched house- 
hold. Miss Lois's conscience would not allow her to em- 
ploy half-breeds, who were sometimes endurable servants ; 
duty requirod, she said, that she should have full-blooded 
natives. And she had them. She always began to teacb 
them the alphabet within three days after their arrival, and 
the spectacle of a tearful, freehly-caught Indian girl, very 
wretched in her caUco dress and white apron, worn out. 
with the ways of the kettles and tho brasses, dojeeled over 
the fish-balls, and appalled by the pudding, standing con- 
fronted by a large alphabet on the wcll-scoured table, and 
Miss Lois by her side with a pointer, was frequent and even 
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n^lar in its ocenrrence, the only chan^ being in the jier- 
Bonality of the learnere. No one of them had ever gone 
throngh the letters, bat Migb Loia was not dieconraged. 



THE CIRCUS AT DENBT. 



I cannot tnithfully eay that it was a good show ; it wae 
somewhat dreary, now that I tliink of it qnietly and witli- 
oiit excitement. The creatures looked tired, and as if tliey 
had been on the road for a great many years. The animals 
were all old, and there was a shabby great elephant whose 
look of general diBcooragement went to my heart, for it 
Boemed as if he were rniserahly conscious of a niiesjient life. 
He stood dejected and motionlees at one side of the tent, 
, and it was hard to believe that there was a spark of vitality 
left in him. A great number of the people had never seen 
an elephant before, and we heard a thin, little old man, 
who stood neap us, say delightedly : " There's the old 
creatnr', and no mistake, Ann 'Liza. I wanted to see him 
most of anything. My sakes alive, ain't he big !" 

And Ann *Liza, who was stont and ale^py-looking. 
droned ont : '* Ye-es, there's consider'blo of him ; but lie 
looks as if he ain't got no animation." 

Kate and I turned away and laughed, while Mrs. Kew 
said, confidentially, as the couple moved away : '*S/ie 
needn't be a reflectin' on the poor beast. That's Mis' Seth 
Tanner, and there isn't a woman in Deep Haven nor East 
Parish to be named the same day with her for lajEincss. 
I'm glad she didn't catch sight of me ; she'd have talkej 
abotit notliing for a fortnight." There was a picture q 
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hage snake in Deep Kaveii, and I was just wondering 
where lie could he, or if there ever had been one, when we 
lieard a boy ask the same (jneetion of the man wliope thank- 
less task it was to stir up the lions with a stick to wake 
them roar. " The snake's dead," lie answered, good- 
nntiiredly. " Didn't yon have to dig an awful long grave 
for him ?" asked the boy ; but the man said lie reckoned 
they eurled him up sonic, and smiled as he turned to his 
lions, that looked as if they needed a tonic. Everybody 
lingered lougest Ijefore the monkeya, that seemed to be the 
only lively creatures in the whole collection. . . . 

Coming out of the great tent was disagreeable enough, 
and we seemed to have choeen the worst time, for the 
crowd pushed fiercely, though I suppose nobody was In the 
least liurry, and we were all severely jammed, while from 
somewhere underneath came the wails of a deserted dog. 
"We had not meant to see the side shows ; but when we 
came in sight of the picture of the Kentucky giantess, we 
noticed that Mrs. Kew looked at it wistfully, and we imme- 
diately asked if she cared anything about going to see the 
wonder, whereupon sho confessed that she never heard of 
such a thing as a woman's weighing six hundred and fifty 
pounds ; so we all three went in. There were only two or 
three persons inside the tent, beside a little boy who played I 
the hand -organ. 

The Kentucky giantess sat in two chairs on a platform, 
and there waa a large cage of monkeys jiist beyond, toward 1 
which Kate and I went at once. " Wliy. slie isn't more 
than two thirds as big as tlio picture," said Mrs. Kew, in a 
regretful whisper ; " but I guess she's big enough ; doesn't 
she look discouraged, poor creatur' !" Kate and I felt 
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ashamed of ourselves for being there. No matter if aha 
hud cousented to he carrietl round for a. show, it must hare 
l.)een horrible to l>e stared at and joked abont day after day ; 
and we gravely looked at the monkeys, and in a few min- 
utes turned to aee if Mrs. Kew were not ready to coma 
away, when, to our surprisp, wo saw that she was talking to 
the giantess with great interest, and we went nearer. 

" I tliought your face looked natnral tlie minntc I set 
foot inside the door," said Mrs. Kew ; " hut you've altered 
some since I saw you, aud I couldn't place you til! I hoard 
you speak. Why, you used to Ije spare. I am amazed, 
Marilly 1 Whero are your folke ?" 

" I don't wonder you are Burprised," said the giantess. 
" I was a good ways from this when you knew me, wasn't 
I ? But father, he ran through with every cent he had be- 
fore he died, aud ' he ' took to drink, and it killed him after 
a while ; and then 1 begnn to grow worse and worse, till I 
couldn't do nothing to earn a dollar, and everybody was 
a-coming to see me, till at last I used to ask 'em ten cents 
apiece, and I flcratt-hed along somehow till this man came 
round and heard of mo ; and he offered me my keep and 
good pay to go along with him. He had another giantees 
before mo, but she had begun to fall away considerable, so 
ho paid her off and let her go. This other giantess was an 
awful expense to him, she was such an eater ; now, I don't 
have no great of an appetite" — this was eaid plaintively — 
" aud he's raieed my pay since I've been with him because 
we did ao well." , , , 

" Have yoit been living in Kentucky long ?" aaked Mrs. 
Kew. *' I saw it on the picture outside." 

'* No," said tbe giantess ; " that was a picture the man 
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IjoQf^lit clieap from another sliow that broke up last year- 
It says six Imndred and fifty ponnds, but I don't weigh 
more than four hundred. 1 haven't been weighed for 
Boriio time pa«t. Between you and me, I don't weigh as 
much as that, but you mustn't mention it, for it would 
Bpoil my reputation and might hinder my getting aoother 
eugagemeitt." 

Then they shook hands in a way that meant a great deal, 
and when Kate and I said good-afternoon, the giantess 
looked at U8 gratefully, and said : " I'm very much obliged 
to yon for coming in, young ladies." 

" Walk iu ! Walk io 1" the man was shouting as we 
came away. " Walk in and Bee the wonder of the world, 
ladies and gentlemen — the largest woman ever eeen in 
America — tho great Kentucky giantess I' ' 

NEW YORK TO NEWPORT. 

A Trip of TiAiU. 

BT LODIBB CHANDLER MOtJLTOM. 

The Jane Moseley was a disappointment — moat Janee are. 
If they had called her Samuel, no doubt she wonld have 
hehaved better ; but they called her Jane, and tlie natural 
eouaequenees of our mistakes cannot be averted from our- 
selves or others. A band was playing wild strains of wel- 
come aa we approached. Come and sail with ns, it said — it 
18 Biimmer, and the days are long. Care is of the land — 
here the waves tlow, and the winds blow, and captain 
smiles, and stewardess beguiles, and all is music, music, 
music. How the wild, exultant strains rose and fell — but 
everything rose and fell on that boat, as we found ont after- 
ward. Just here a spirit of justice falls on me, like the j 
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gentle dew from lieaven, and forces me to admit that it 
rained like a young deluge ; that it had been raining for 
two days, and the bosom of the deep was heaving with 
responsive sympathy ; as what bosom would not on which 
so many tears had been shed ? Perhaps responsive sympa- 
thy was the secret of the Jane Moseley's behavior ; but I 
would her heart had been less tender. Then, too, the pas- 
sengers were few ; and of course as we had to divide the 
roll and tumble between us, there was a great deal for each 
one. 

There was a Pretty Girl, and she had a sister who was 
not pretty. It seemed to me that even the sad sea waves 
were kinder to the Pretty Girl, such is the influence of 
youth and beauty. There were various men — heavy swells 
I should call some of them, only that that would be slang ; 
but heavy swells were the order of the day. Then there 
was a benevolent old lady who believed in everything — in 
the music, and the Jane Moseley, and the long days, and 
the summer. There was another old lady of restless mind, 
who evidently believed in nothing, hoped for nothing, ex- 
pected nothing. She tried all the lounges and all the cor- 
ners, and found each one a separate disappointment. There 
was a fat, fair one, of friendly face, and beside her her grim 
guardian, a man so thin that you at once cast him for the 
part of Starveling .in this Midsummer Day's Dream of De- 
lusion. 

We put out from shore — quite out of sight of shore, in 
short — and then the perfidious music ceased. To the j>c'o- 
ple on land it had sung, '' Come and make merry with us," 
but from us, trying in vain to make merry, it withheld its 
deceitful inspiration. For the exceedingly weiglit of sorrow 




that presently Battled duwn ii)>on us it had no h:\]nu When 
you are on a pleasure trip it is unpleasant to be miserable ; 
so I tried hard to shake off the mild uidancholy that be^n 
to steal over me. I said to myself, I will not atTront the 
great deep with my personal woes, I am but a woman, yet 
perhaps on this so great occasion magnaniuiity of soul will 
be poesible even to me. I will consider mj neighbors and 
he wise. At one end of the long saloon a banquet-board 
was spread. Its hospitality was, like the other attractions 
of the .Tuno Moseley, a perfidious pageant. Nobody eonght 
its flonp or claimed its clams. One or two sad-eyed young 
ineu made their way in that direction frotn time to time — 
after their sea-lege, perhaps. From their gait when they 
came back 1 inferred they did not find them. The hnman 
nature in the saloon became a weariness to mo. Even the 
gentle gambols of tlie dog Thnddeus, a sportive and spotted 
pointer in whom I had been interested, failed to soothe my 
perturbed spirits. De Quincey speaks somewhere of " the 
awful solitariness of every hnman soul." No wonder, then, 
that I shonld be solitary amoug the festive few on board the 
Jane Moseley — no wonder I felt myself darkly, deeply, des- 
perately blue. I thought I would go on deck. I clung to 
my companion with an ardor which would have been flat- 
tering had it been voluntary. My faltering steps were 
guided to a seat just within the guards. I sat there think- 
ing that'I had never nursed a dear gazelle, so 1 could not be 
qnite sure whether it would have died or not, but I thought 
it would. I mused un the changing fortunes of this un- 
steady worid, and the ingratitude of man. I thought it j 
would be easier going to the Promiseti Land if Jordan did ' 
not roll between. KoUing had long ceased to be a pleasant j 
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figure of epeecU with mo. TIow frail iii-e all things here 
below, how false, and yet how fair ! My mind ia naturally 
pictiireeqiie. In the midst of my sadness the force of nat- 
ure compelled me to grope after an ilhistration. I could 
only think that my own foothold wa«> frail, that the Jane 
Moseley was false, that the Pretty Girl was fair. A dizzi- 
ness of liniiii resulted from this rhetorical effort. I silently 
confided my sorrows to the cympathizing bosom of the sea. 
I was soothed by the kindred melancholy of t)ie ead sea 
waves. If the size of the waves were remarlcablo, other 
sighs abounded aliKi, and otbur things waved — many of tliem. 

True to my purpose of studying my fcllow-beings, and 
learning wisilora by observation, I surveyed the Pretty Girl 
and her sister, who had by that time come on deck. They 
wore surrounded by a group of audacious male creatures, 
who surronnded most on the side where the Pretty Girl sat. 
She did not look feeble. She was like the red, red rose. 
It was a eonnndium to me why so much greater anxiety 
should be bestowed ujion her health than upon her sister's. 
It needed some moral reflection lo make it out ; but 1 con- 
cluded that pretty girls were, by some law of nature, moru 
subject to seit-siuknese thun plain onc^ ; therefore, all these 
careful cares were quite in order. I saw the two old ladies 
— the benevolent one who liad lielieved so implicitly in all 
tilings, but over whoso benign visage doubt had now begun 
to settle like a cloud ; and the other, who had hoped noth- 
ing from the (irst. and therefore over whom no disappoint- 
ment eonld prevail — and, seeing, I mildly wondered 
whether, indeed, 'twere bettor to have loved and lost, or' 
never to have loved at all. 

My thotiglits grew solemn. The green shores bcyon I tlio 
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summer day, bland master of a faitliless band ; and I know 
how soon your pipes ^re dumb — I know the tricks and man- 
ners of the clouds and the wind, and the swelling sea, and 
Jane Moseley, the perfidious. 

I must, after all, have strong local attachments, for when 
at last the time came to land I left the ship with lingering; 
reluctance. My feet seemed fastened to the deck where I 
had made my brief home on the much rolling deep. I had 
grown used to pain and resigned to fate. I walked the 
plank unsteadily. I stood on shore amid the rain and the 
mist. A hackman preyed upon me. I was put into an 
ancient ark and trundled on through the queer, irresolute, 
contradictory old streets, beside the lovely bay, all aglow 
with the lighted yachts, as a Southern swamp is with fire- 
flies. A torchlight procession met and escorted me. To 
this hour I am at a loss to know whether this attention was 
a delicate tribute on the part of the city of Newport to a 
distinguished guest, or a parting attention from the com- 
pany who sail the Jane Moseley, and advertise in the Trih- 
une — a final subterfuge to persuade a tortured passenger, by 
means of this transitory glory, that the sail upon a summer 
sea had been a pleasure trip. -^Letter to New York Tribune. 
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Ah, to sew np a seam for them to see — 
What a treat, a delighttol treat, 'twill be !*' 

'* Yes, a nice thing, too, for the babies, my dears — 
But, alas, there is bat one !'* cried she. 
** I saw them passing it round, and then 
They said it was fit for only men ! 

What woman woald know 

How to make the thing go ? 
There was not a man so foolish to dream 
That any woman could sew np a seam !" 
Oh, then there was babbling and scrabbling, my dears ! 
*' At least they might let ns do that 1*' cried they. 

** Let them shoat and fight 

And kill bears all night ; 
We'll leave them their spears and hatchets of stone 
If they'U give as this thing for oar very own. 
It will be like a joy above all we could scheme. 
To sit up all night and sew sach a seam." 

" Beware ! take care !* * cried an aged old crone, 
** Take care what yon promise," said she. 

" At first 'twill be fun, 

But, in the long run. 
You'll wish yon had let the thing be. 

Through this stick with an eye 

I look and espy 
That for ages and ages you'll sit and you'll sew. 
And longer and longer the seams will grow. 
And you'll wish you never had asked to sew. 

But naught that I say 

Can keep back the day, 
For the men will return to their hunting and rowing, 
And leave to the women forever the sewing." 



Ah, what are the words of an aged crone ? 

For all have left her muttering alone ; 

And the needle and thread that they got with such paiiis, 

They forever must keep as dagger and chains. 
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And as if it were high treason, 

He said : " Neither rhyme nor reason 

Has it ; and it's out of season." 

Which ? the sonnet 

Or the bonnet ? 
Maybe both. 

" 'Tis a feeble imitation 
Of a worthier creation ; 
An aesthetic innovation !" 

Of. a sonnet 

Or a bonnet ? 
This was hard. 

Both were put together neatly, 

Harmonizing very sweetly, 

But the critic crushed completely 

Not the bonnet, 

Or the sonnet. 
But the bard. 



WANTED, A MINISTER. 

BT MBS. M. B. W. BXEELB. 

We've a church, tho' the belfry is leaning. 

They are talking I think of repair, 
And the bell, oh, pray but excuse us, 

'Twas t€Uked cf, but never' b been there. 
Now, ** Wanted, a real live minister/* 

And to aetUe the same for /i/e, 
We've an organ and some one to play it» 

So we don't care a fig for his wife. 

We once had a pastor (don*t tell it), 
But we chanced on a time to discover 

That his sermons were writ long ago, 
And he had preached them twice over. 



UClMOKOrS rOEMS. 

It he pmy tor the present Congrrss, 

He muHt Hpeak in an unilertonB ; 
II he prnj for President Johmon, 

lie NEEDS 'mi, wb; let Lim go on. 
He mnat loacli upon doctrincB ho ligbtlj, 

Tbnt DO one eui tnke on otfi^QOP. 
Unntu't meddle with predt/ilmation — 

In abort, roast preooh " common ftntt.'' 

Now reallj B-»nl*d ft minister, 

With religion Gnou;|;h to BUstaiD him. 
For the aalary'ii netfdingly imall, 

Aud/uilA olone must ituiinlain him. 
He moat visit the aiok nnd sffllc)ei1. 

Must roourn with those tbnt mnarn, 
SInst preach the " fnaeml Beimoiu" 

With n very peculiar torn. 

Be mnat preaob at the north-west achool-houM 

On every Thumdaj eve, 
And things loo namecoas to mention 

He mnst do, nnd mngt believe. 
He most be rf (Ukretnl dooioaimr. 

Both Hracetnl anil eloqnenl too, 
UaBt mljnst his cravat '* a lu mode." 

Wear his beaver, decideiUy, so, 

Now it somt one will detgn to be ahepbrrd 

To this ■' onr pneuliar penpte," 
Will be Urst to sabsonbe tor a bell. 

And hel]i as (o right np tli« steeple, 
If eomd in dootrlnal points 

(We've a .wmmlUw qf inoenUjation). 
If possessed of tiiena rvqalslte graces. 

We'll Dooept bim porliaps on probation. 

Then it two- third* of the ohnrcb oan agree. 

We'll Aettle him here tor life : 
Now, we advertise, " li'iinlrit, n MSnhiler," 

And not a minister'B wife. 



riiB -WIT aw wurait. 
nm UDDT or mm. 



'^m« Fa Ik* xnMtMt littU nid 
r<rinil m iaianv;tim ritui lum tu 3* 

..V into MiH M >bf ptMiv iadUa. 

ttiitui, tint mrr m mi^kty .imal ; 

■--•ii.-d afWR [UwwtM^ tamm luitdiF; 




liftit mj tiHUt 111 nnt ' wltli itnunuili bini, ' 
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INDIGNANT POLLY WOG. 

BT MABOABBT ZTTDIOE. 

A tree-toad dressed in apple-green 

Bat on a mossy log 
Beside a pond, and shrilly sang, 

*• Come forth, my Polly Wog— 
My Pol, my Ly,— my Wog, 

My pretty Polly Wog. 
r ve something very sweet to say. 

My slender PoUy Wog ! 

** The air is moist, the moon is hid 

Behind a heavy fog ; 
No stars are ont to wink and blink 

At yon, my Polly Wog — 
My Pol, my Ly— my Wog, 

My graceful Polly Wog ; 
Oh, tarry not, beloved one I 

My precious Polly Wog V* 

Just then away went clouds, and there 

A sitting on the log — 
The other end I mean— the moon 

Showed angry Polly Wog. 

Her small eyes flashed, she swelled until 

She looked almost a frog ; 
" How dare you, sir, call me," she asked, 

** Your precious PoUy Wog V 



•< 



Why, one would think you'd spent your life 

In some low, muddy bog. 
I'd have you know — to strange young men 

My name's Miss Mary Wog.*' 

One wild, wild laugh that tree- toad gave, 

And tumbled off the lop:, 
And on the ground ho kicked and scrcnuied, 

" Oh, Mar>', Mary Wog. 
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THANKSGIVING-DAY (THEN AND NOW). 

BY MART D. BBINE. 

Thanksgiving-day, a year ago, 

A bachelor was I, 
Free as the winds that whirl and blow, 

Or clouds that sail on high : 
I smoked my meerschaum blissfally, 

And tilted back my chair, 
And on the mantel placed my feet, 

For who woTild heed or care ? 

The fellows gathered in my room 

For many an hour of fan, 
Or I would meet them at the club 

For cards, till night was done. 
I came or went as pleased me best. 

Myself the first and last. 
One year ago 1 Ah, can it be 

That freedom's age is past? 

Now, here's a note just come from Fred : 

** Old fellow, will you dine 
With me to-day ? and meet the boys* 

A jolly number— nine?" 
Ah, Fred is quite as free to-day 

As just a year ago, 
And ignorant, happily, I may say. 

Of things Fve learned to know. 

Td like, yes, if the truth were known, 

I'd like to join the boys, 
But then a Benedick must learn 

To cleave to other joys. 
So, here's my answer : " Fred, old chum, 

I much regret— oh, pshaw I 
To tell the truth, I've got to dine 

With— my dear mother-in-law f* 

— Harper* s VT^ekty. 





THE Wrr OF WOMEN. 
CnSCERNING MOSQUITOES. 

BY mas 4KMi i. OORDOK. 

t^kttUrs liave tlie repntntinn 
Of continnots application 
To their poinonoiiB profession ; 
Nerer {Biasing nightly BBkBirn. 

I!v their pntplit-al pereisteiiee. 

lVr>nli! I hnd the power to veto ^ 

1 hon rd pass a peocefal Hammer, 

IVnjitiiiR nn my cireulnlinn. 
Fur Lis regnlnr potation. 

Oh, tLut maenl])- mnwiiiito I 
H.>'8 a fallow yon lun^t set- In ; 
Which yini i-nn't do if yonVn tiiipping. 



nCMiiiEtil'8 roEMB. 



WoiUd ;oa koovr, id tliU <h 

Hon' Jon mny seuure prutactiou 

For yourself and city oonains 

From tliBBfi biteB imd Iroin these btuzin's 

Hhow youi aense by quickly getting 

Foi' each window — akeetei netting. 



THE STELTS OF GOLD. 



Hn. Mackerel sat in her little room. 
Back of her hniibaDd's grocer; store, 

TrjinK to see through the evening gloom, 
To flnish the baby's pinafore. 

She stitched nwny with a steady hand, 

Tliongh her heart was sore, to the very corv. 

To think of the truablesome little tmnil, 

And the trousers, frocks, and aprons they wore. 

Made and mended by her nlone. 

" Stave, slave !" she said, in a monmful tone ; 

" And let ns slave, and i^oatrive, and tret, 

I don't sappoBB we shall ever get 

A little home whiuh is all cnr own, 

With my own front door 

Apart from the store, 
And the smell of fish and tallow no wore." 

These words to herself she sadly spoke, 

Urenking the thread from the last-set slituh. 
When Mackerel into her presenoe broke — 

" Wife, we're — we're — we're, wife, we're— we': 
" H'« rich 1 ha, ha 1 I'd like to see ; 
I'll poll yoDT bair if you'ra fooling ma." 
" Oh, dun't, love, don't I the letter is here — 
Yon oan read the news for yourself, my dear. 
The one who sent yon that while crape shawl — 
There'll be no end to otkr gold- he's dead ; 
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" That her brain seemed made of sparkles of fire 
Shot off iu spokes, with a ruby tire." 

Mrs. Mackerel had ever been 

One of the up ward- tending kind. 
Regarded by husband and by kin 
As a female of very ambitious mind. 
It had fretted her long and fretted her sore 
To live in the rear of the grocery-store. 
And several times she was heard to say 
She would sell her soul for a year and a day 
To the King of Brimstone, Fire, and Pitch, 
For the power and pleasure of being rich. 

Now her ambition had scope to work — 

Biches, they say, are a burden at best ; 
Her onerous burden she did not shirk, 

But carried it all with commendable zest ; 
Leaving her husband with nothing in life 
But to smoke, eat, drink, and obey his wife. 
She built a house with a double front-door, 

A marble house in the modem style, 
With silver planks in the entry floor, 

And carpets of extrn-magnificent pile. 
And in the hall, in the usual manner, 
" A statue," she said, " of the chased Diana ; 
Though who it was chased her, or whether they 
Caught her or not, she could, really, not say." 
A carriage with curtains of yellow satin — 
A coat-of-arms with these rare devices : 
" A mackerel sky and the starry Pisces — ** 
And underneath, in the purest fish-latin. 
If fishibtia flyfibiis 
T/iey may reach the shjnims ! 

Yet it was not in common affairs like these 
She showed her original powers of mind ; 

Her soul was fired, her ardor inspired, 
To stand apart from the rest of mankind ; 



TUB Wtr or WOBtCK. 



iililn'l Multtra UiM ttmnUvt Uat 
"'irj-ftorv, aliil Ui« Din/^knmU lo't. 
I tii'iDttiN «ha (jI'iUmI klul plnnnnl 
li'iDMlf frum ttiQ cumtnon Ivtd ; 

I Itun tba fvW lo NtADrt 

iiii<lr*da of tboaiMtiJi on whleb i« rsTsL 
I, iiL tiMt, «pro*i1 forth il> irlDga — 
I. h i.lliiM, nro tho ■mrj tiling" " 

IrliK." Hnt, Mai)l((irul rrtfltl, 

'!.! 'iF iiKf iiT«rt(iweriiiK jiriilti. 

.,.1 nr<i>illy.lioc]kbi>h<Bdi 

il iii>t mirn—" For whjr," m oha ioJd, 

111! iiwitcr nt mora tbnn n iiiilllon ponndi 

[.>!..« th.. miiMa* 

IliK viirj miiin. HniiiiiilN 

iw iH-ijili.. hIip ooHlilu't lull who, 

it Ixinii II hIiiiji, fi>r nil k1i» knnw." 
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The popper of com no longer popped ; 
The daintiest dandies deigned to stare, 
And even the heads of women fair 
Were tamed by the vision meeting them there. 
The stilts they sparkled and flashed and shone 
Like the tremulous lights of the frigid zone, 
CrimsoD and yellow and sapphire and green. 
Bright as the rainbows in summer seen ; 
While the lady she strode along between 
With a majesty too supremely serene 
For anything but an American queen. 
A lady with jewels superb as those, 
And wearing.such very expensive clothes. 
Might certainly do whatever she chose ! 
And thus, in despite of the jeering noise. 
And the frantic delight of the little boys. 

The stilts were a very decided success. 
The crSme de la crhne paid profoundest attention. 

The merchants* clerks bowed in such wild excess, 
When she entered their shops, that they strained their spines, 
And afterward went into rapid declines. 
The papers, next day, gave her flattering mention : 
** The wife of our highly-esteemed fellow-citizen, 

A Mackerel, of Codfish Square, in this city. 
Scorning French fashions, herself has hit on one 

So very piquant and stylish and pretty. 
We trust our fair friends will consider it treason 
Not to walk upon stilts, by the close of the season.' 

Mrs. Mackerel, now, was never seen 

Out of her chamber, day or night. 
Unless her stilts were along— her mien 

Was very imposing from such a height. 

It imposed upon many a dazzled wight. 
Who snuffed the perfume floating down 
From the rustling folds of her gorgeous gown, 
But never could smell through these bouquets 
The fishy odor of former days. 



»• 
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She went on her golden stilts to pray, 

Which never became her better than then. 
When her murmuring lips were heard to say, 

" Thank God, I am not as my fellow -men !" 
Her pastor loved as a pastor might -^ 

His house that was bailt on a golden rock ; 
He pointed it out as a shining light 

To the lesser lambs of his fleecy flock. 
The stilts were a help to the church, no doubt^ 

They kindled its self-expiring embers. 
So that before the season was out 

It gained a dozen excellent members. 

Mrs. Mackerel gave a superb soiree, 

Standing on stilts to receive her guests ; 

The gas-lights mimicked the glowing day 

So well, that the birds, in their flowery nesta^ 
Almost burst their beautiful breasts. 

Trilling away their musical stories 

In Mrs. MaukereFs conservatories. 

She received on stilts ; a distant bow 
W^as all the loftieKt could attain — 

Though some of her friends she did allow 
To kiris the hem of her jewelled train. 

One gentleman bcrenmed himself quite hoarse 

Bequest ing her to dance ; which, of course. 

Couldn't be done on stilts as she 

Halloed down to him rather scornfully. 

The fact is, when Mackerel kept a shop, 

His wife was very fond of a hop. 

And now, as the muHic swelled and rose. 

She felt a tingling in her toes, 

A restlesM, tickling, funny sensation 

Which didn't a^reo with her exaltation. 



•o" 



When the maddened music was at its height^ 
And the wallz was wildest — behold, a sight ! 
The stilts began to hop and twirl 
Like the saucy feet of a bullet-girl, 
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And their hanghtj owner, through the air, 
Was spin, spin, spinning everywhere. 
Everybody got out of the way 
To give the dangerous stilts fair play. 

In every corner, at every door, 
With faces looking like unfilled blanks. 
They watched the stilts at their airy pranks, 

Giving them, unrequested, the floor. 

They never had glittered so bright before ; 
The light it flew in flashing splinters 
Away from those burning, revolving centres ; 
While the gems on the lady's flying skirts 
Oave out their light in jets and spirts. 
Poor Mackerel gazed in mute dismay 
At this unprecedented display. 
** Oh, stop, love, stop !" he cried at last ; 
But she only flew more wild and fast. 
While the flutes and fiddles, bugle and drum. 
Followed as if their time had come. 

She went at such a bewildering pace 
Nobody saw the lady's face. 
But only a riug of emerald light 
From the crown she wore on that fatal night. 
Whether the stilts were propelling her, 
Or she the stilts, none could aver. 
Around and around the magnificent hall 
Mrs. Mackerel danced at her own grand ball. 

" As the twig is bent the tree's inclined ;" 
This must have been a case in kind. 
** What's in the blood will sometimes show — " 
'Bound and around the wild stilts go. 

It had been whispered many a time 
That when poor Mack was in his prime 

Keeping that little retail store, 
He had fallen in love with a bnllet-^irl, 
Who gave up fame's entrancing whirl 

To be his own, and the world's no more. 
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She made him a faithful, prudent wife — 
Ambitions, however, all her life. 
Gonld it be that the soft, alluring waltz 

Had carried her back to a former age, 
Making her memory play her false, 

Till she dreamed herself on the gaudy stage ? 
Her crown a tinsel crown— her guests 
The pit that gazes with praise and jests ? 

" Pride," they say, " must have a fall—" 
Mrs. Mackerel was very proud — 

And now she danced at her own grand ball, 
While the music swelled more fast and loud. 

The gazers shuddered with mute affright, 
For the stilts burned now with a bluish light, 
While a glimmering, phosphorescent glow 
Did out of the lady's garments flow. 
And what ^^as that very peculiar smell ? 
Fish, or brimstone ? no one could tell. 
Stronger and stronger the odor grew, 
And the stilts and the lady burned more blue ; 
'Round and around the long saloon. 
While Mackerel gazed in a partial swoon, 
She approached the throng, or circled from it, 
With a flaming train like the last great comet ; 

Till at length the crowd 

All groaned aloud. 
For her exit she made from her own grand ball 
Out of the window, stilts and all. 

None of the guests can really say 

How she looked when she vanished away. 

Some declare that she carried sail 

On a flying fish with a lambent tail ; 

And some are sure she went out of the room 

Biding her stilts like a witch a broom, 

While a phosphorent odor followed her track : 

Be this as it may, she never came back. 
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Sineo tbeu, her triecilB of the gold.fiiih fi^ , 

Ale in n nlate of unpleasant anspenae. 
AlmiJ. Ihnt DDleaa tlie; uDselfislilii' tiy 

To iiiiiko belter use of thuir (toSara and senBri 
To ohBHten tlieir pridn, itnd tbeir manners mend, 
They may meet ■ similar Hhocking cnil. 

— Oomuipot'lim AH Journal. 

JUST 80. 



A ^onth anil maid, < 
Were aiitiog in tb 



Not mnch the prettj roaidea said, 
Betide the yoting oian silting ; 

nrr cheeka were flmthed a roay red. 
Her ejea bent on ber knitting. 

Nor ODDid be gnesB what ttiongbts of bim 

Were to -her bosom flocking, 
Aa her fair fingers, Kwitt anil alim. 

Flew round and ronnd the stacking. 

While, M for Jushna, bashfol yontb, 
His vorda grew tew and fewer ; 

Thoogh all the time, (o t«ll the tmth, 
Uia ohair edged neAret to ber. 

Meantime her ball of jara gave ont. 

She knit so fast and atendj ; 
And be must give bis aid, no doubt. 

To got another read;. 

lie held the aketn ; af oonm tba Uii 
Got tangled, anoited and tvlal< 

" Uave Patielioa t " oried tll« •! 

To bim who her aisiat«d. 
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Good chance was this for tongue-tied cbnil 

To shorten all palaver ; 
" Have Patience !' * cried he, ** dearest girl I 

And may I really have her ?" 

The deed was done ; no more, that night. 

Clicked needles in the corner : — 
And she is Mrs. Joshua White 

That once was Patience Warner. 

THE INVENTOR'S WIFE. 

BY E. T. CORBETT. 

It's easy to talk of the patience of Job. Humph ! Job had no thin' to 

try him ; 
£f he'd been married to 'Bijnh Brown, folks wouldn't have dared come 

nigh him. 
Trials, indeed ! Now Til tell you what— ef yon want to be sick of your 

life, 
Jest come and change places with me a spell, for I'm an inventor's wife. 
And sech inventions ! I'm never sure when I take up my coffee-pot, 
That 'Bijah hain't been ** improvin' " it, and it mayn't go off like a shot. 
Why, didn't ho make me a cradle once that would keep itself a-rockin*, 
And didn't it pitch the baby out, and wasn't his head bruised shockin' ? 
And there was his ** patent peeler," too, a wonderful thing 1*11 say ; 
But it bed one fault— it never stopped till the apple was x^ecled away. 
As for locks and clocks, and mowin' machines, and reapers, and all such 

trash, 
Why," 'Bijah* s invented heaps of them, but they don't bring in no cash I 
Law ! that don't worry him —not at uU ; he's the aggravatinest man — 
Hell set in his little workshop there, and whistlo and think and i)lan, 
Inventin' a Jews harp to go by steam, or a new-fangled powder-horn. 
While the children's goin' barefoot to school, and the weeds is chokin' 

our corn. 
When 'Bijah and nio kep* company, he wasn't like this, you know ; 
Our folks all thought he was dreadful smart— but that was years ago. 
He was handsome as any pictar' then, and ho had such a glib, bright 

way^ 
I never thought that a time would come when I'd rue my weddin'.day ; 
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But when Vve been forced to chop the wood, and tend to the farm beaide, 
And look at *Bijah a-settin' there, I've jest dropped down and cried. 
We lost the hull of our turnip crop while he was inventin* a gun, 
But I counted it one of my marcies when it bust before 'twas done. 
So he turned it into a ** burglar alarm.** It ought to give thieves a 

fright — 
'T would scare an honest man out of his wits, ef he sot it off at night. 
Sometimes I wonder ef 'Bijah's crazy, he does such curious things. 
Have I told you about his bedstead yit? 'Twas full of wheels and 

springs ; 
It hed a key to wind it up, and a clock-face at the head ; 
All you did was to turn them hands, and at any hour yon said 
That bed got up and shook itself, and bounced you on the floor, 
And then shet up, jest like a box, so you couldn't sleep any more. 
Wa'al, 'Bijah he fixed it all complete, and he sot it at half -past five, 
But he hadn*t more 'n got into it, when — dear me ! sakes alive 1 
Them wheels began to whizz and whirr ! I heard a fearful snap. 
And. there was that bedstead with 'Bijah inside shet up jest like a trap ! 
I screamed, of course, but 'twant no use. Then I worked that hull long 

night 
Atryin' to open the pesky thing. At last I got in a fright : 
I couldn't hear his voice inside, and I thought he might be dyin'. 
So I took a crowbar and smashed it in. There was 'Bijah peacefully 

Ij-in', 
Inventin' a way to git out agin. That was all very well to say. 
But I don't believe he'd have found it out if I'd left him in all day. 
Now, since I've told you my story, do you wonder I'm tired of life. 
Or think it strange I often wish I warn't an inventor's wife? 



AN UNRUFFLED BOSOM. 
(Story of an old Woman who knew Wcuhingion,) 

BT LIZZIE W. CHAMPNET. 

An aged negress at her door 

Is sitting in the son ; 
Her day of work is almost o*ei^ 

Her day of rest begun. 





n..r face is black as darkest night, 

HtT form is bent and tUin. 
Anil oVr Ler bony TissRe tight 

U stretched her wrinkled akin. 
llir druaa ia Hoant and mean ; ;et RtiU 

About her ebon face 
Tli>ra flows a soft w>d creomy ftill 

Of eoatly MeoLlin lace. 
Mlitit means the contrast eitaage and wldeT 

In like ia seldnui aeen^ 
A iniii]ier"H aged face Leside 

'JLe lacea of a qneen. 
Ilir mien ia statelv, proud, and high. 

Aoci yet her look is kind, < 
Ami Ilie calm light within bei eye 4 

Hiit-iikH nn unruffled luin.l. 
" l>ur conitN iiMiKldcr i.lj dciii in.mpa." 

She iJinmljli-a li>n' in wnilli. 
"I know dcHD sltek {'entenninl fliupB 

Wiiirk an dpy mounts de piilh. 
A-risiDHot. nluLly-sn^c 

I l.Ilki-(iui]inlitc, 
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Wanted to bay dcm Home heirlooms 

Of real Aunt Tic)uit<r. 
Ba;a I, " Dm isn^t din chile's nnmo. 

Hej calls me Aaalie HernggB." 
And den I axed deep, by de pound 

Bow [Qiich de; gabe (or lags ? 
De missiouar; bad de mose 

InHumnoB o{ dem all : 
He tale me I was ole, and Baid. 

Lntbcs bad dor time to talL 
He siiniily wisbed to ax, h« said. 

As pastor and as (riand, 
II wid unruffled boBotu I 

Appruouhed my l*tUr end. 
Now bow be knew dnt story I 

Sbould mightily like to know, 

I 'clar to goodness, Massti Gay, 

If dot nin'l rt'otly yon ! 
Yon any dnt in yonr wash I sent 

Yon only one wbUe veat ; 
And as yon'se passin' by yon t'unght 

Yoa'd call and get de rest. 
Now, Musaa Ony, aboat your shirts. 

At least, it seems to me 
Dcit you is more porticnltir 

Dan what yon nsed to he. 
Your ramity pride is stiff as slueh, 

Yonr blood ia mighty bloe — 
I uebber spares de indigo 

To make yonr ahirta «o, too. 
I nses candle hiuIh, nud wax. 

And satin gloss ikud paints. 
Until yonr wrist batidi ihino like to 

Dc^ pntbwny oli do Mints. 
But whoa n ^I'miiian senda to iiitt 

Eight whits vosts olwnjr wed^ 
A stain ob bar oil on iiooh 0114 

I tinks it'i time to «|»«lL 
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When snarled around a button dar's 

A golden bar or so, 
Dat young man's going to be wed, 

Or sometiog's wrong, I know. 
You needn't laugh, and turn it off 

By axing 'bout my cap ; 
You didn't use to know nice lace, 

And never cared a snap 
What 'twas a lady wore. But folks 

Wid teaching learn a lot, 
And dey do say Miss Bella buys 

De best dat's to be got. 
But if you really want to know, 

I don't mind telling you 
Jus' how I come by dis yere lace — 

It's cur us, but it's true. 
My mother washed for Washington 

When I warn't more'n dat tall ; 
I cut one of his shirt-frills off 

To dress my corn-cob doll ; 
And when de (reneral saw de shirt. 

He jus' was mad enough 
To tink he got to hold review 

Widout his beat Dutch ruff. 
Ma'am said she 'lowed it was de calf 

Dat had done chawed it off ; 
But when de General hoard dat ar. 

He answered with a scoff ; 
He said de marks warn' t don* of tecf , 

But plainly dose ob shears ; 
An' den he showed her to de do* 

And cuffed me on ye years. 
And when my ma'am arribod at home 

She stretched me *cross her lap. 
Den took de lace away from me 

An' sewed it on her cap. 
And when I dies I hope dat dey 

Wid it my shroud will trim. 



nirMnnoL'3 poems. 

Den when wo meota on Jailguient Dny, 

ni gib it bock to hini. 
So dnt'a my Mory. Umim Gny, 

MayberBlitUe wit : 
But I has lamed to, when I'm wrong, 

Hitke n olenn breast nb it. 
Den kfup n conscience smnntli nnd while 

(Yon oanl if wneh yon flirt). 
Ani) an nnrnlBei] bosom, like 

De Oenerftl'K Snn^Uy ebirt. 

^^^^^1 HAT, ULSTER AND ALL. 

^^^^^^^^M I nw the congretcalion rise, 
^^^^^^H And in it, to m; great Borprise, 

^^^^^V I looked And looked, nod looked ngain, 
^^^^^^1 To make quite anre my sisht wba i>lun, 
^^^^^^1 Then to myselC t MJd 

^^^^^1 That fellow n 
^^^^^1 To whom the CbrisLiun fditL Is new. 
^^^^^1 Nor IH it Htmnge, 
^^^^^^H It nurd to wear bis in chnrch, 
^^^^H Uis mannen leave him in the larch 
^^^^^^H Upim ft change of creed. 

^^^^^^H Joining my friend on going ont, 
^^^^^^Hi Conjeolure soon was put la 

^^^^^H Hb I ha ! tao good, too Rood, no Jew. 
^^^^^H Dear fellow, but Miea Moll Rarow, 
^^^^^H Good Cbristinn that she i« 1 

^^^^B Bad blunder r «]1 I hare to nj. 
^^^V To Tig Miu UoU Carew- J 
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THK wn' OF WOMEN. 

Sh.' has Biy hot, my eiit ot hnir. 
■Jnst anch no nlster ils I wenr. 

And heftven knows what else, too, 

AUCTION EXTEAOEDrNAEY. 

BI I.DCHTU SAVIDSOM. 

led Jl dreBin in tbe midst of my alnmbeiB, 
flint ns I dreanied it, it came into nnmben ; 
ii);lits TFiD nlonf; in aach beautifnl met«T, 
L- I ri^''Lr saw any paettj Hweeler : 
C.I Ilji.t a law bad been recently mada 

iiiik>r to make them all willing to mitrrv, 

«as ,is larMe as a man i--,„],l v.-fU carry! 
■lidnrH ^ruuibli^d iinJ said twan no UBh— 
miTid injustice and horrid abuse, 

cinrt'd tiiaC la uave their own hearta' blood from sinlUng, 
. a Tile Ini they wonld not pay a BbillinR. • 

ri;It-n* delcnuiiied them slill lo iiursti,., 

set all the old liFiL-hflirs up nt vendue ; 
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A APELE FOB ABE TO THE SEXTANT. 



Sextant of tba neetlnoase whioh sweeps 
And dnals, or is Bnpposed to ! nod makes fiers. 
And liles the gas, and eiimtimes leaven a sorev loose, 
lu vliiuh uase it smells urfnl— was thaa lampiis ; 
And wrings the Bel nad tules it when men dirs 

To the grief of snrviim' pordners, and sweeps patbs,- 

And for these serruces gits $1W per annum ; 

Wicb tbom tlint Ibiulu deer let 'em ti7 it ; 

Qittin np before sturlite in all welhers. and 

Kindlin' fiers whea the wether is us eold 

As zeru, and like as not green wood tor kindlifia 

(I wouliln't be hierd to do it for Do sum) ; 

But o Beitant there are one kurmoditj 

Wnth more tbaa gold which don't cost nulbin ; 

Wiith mare than anylhing eioept the Sole of man ! 

1 moan pewer Are, Boitant, I mean pewer Are ! 

it is plenty out o' dores, so plenty it doant no 
ITbst on nirtb to do with ikseli, but flizo abont 
Sratterin leaves and bloin off men's bats ; 

In short its jest as free as Are oat doros ; 
But O Huxtant I. in our obareh its scarce as piety, 
ScaNe us bankbitls wben ajuntE beg tor miBbnnH. 
Which snm say is party often, taint nnlbin to me. 
Wbnl I give aint nutbing to nobody ; but Sextant 1 
Ton shet 5'M men woinca aod cbildren 
Hpeshily the Intter, dp in a tite place, 
Bum baa lind breths, none of em oiot too sveot, 
Bam is fevery. sum is Bcroltus, sum bus bad ttietb 
And anta baint none, and sum »iut over c-Ioan ; 
Bat evry one of em brethus in and out and iu 
Soy 60 times a miunet. or 1 million and a halt fa 
Now how long will a chnrch fall of arelMlUl'A 

1 nsk yoa ; ssy fifteen mlnnets. and tl 
Why then they tnnat brelh it all otw H 
And then agin nod hu ho, t 
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At leaiii ten time8 and let it np agin, and what's more. 

The Kaiu<; indiTidible doant have the privilege 

(H breathin hiM own are and no one else. 

Each one moHt take wotever comes to him, 

O Hextent ! doant yon know oar longs is belluses 

To bio the fier of life and keep it from 

Going out : und how can bellosses bio withoat wind ? 

And aiut wind are ? I pnt it to yonr konshens. 

Are is the same to us an milk to babies. 

Or water is to finh, or pendlnms to clox. 

Or roots and airbs unto an Injun doctor. 

Or little piUs unto an omepath, 

Or lUiZt) to girls. Are is for ns to brethe. 

What Miguifize who preaches ef I cant brethe? 

What's Pol ? What's Pollas to sinners who are ded ? 

Ded for want of breth ! Why Sextant when we dye 

Its on]y coz we cant brethe no more — that's all. 

And now O Sextant ? let me beg of yon 

To let a little are into our cherch 

(I^wer are is sertin proper for the pews) ; 

And dew it week days and on Sundaj^s tew — 

It aint much trobblo —only make a hoal, 

And then the are will come in of itself 

(It love to como in where it can git warm). 

And O how it will rouzo the people up 

And sperrit up the preacher, and stop garps 

And yorns and lijits as effectool 

As wind on the dry boans the Profit tels of. 

— Christian Weeldy. 
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GOOD-NATUBED 8ATIKE. 



Wdmes sliow their ficiiBe of humor in ridiculing the foi- 
lilee of tlieir owii sex, as Miss Ciirlotta Perrj eeetng the 
danger of " higher education," and Helen Gray Cone 
laughing over the exaggerated ravings and tnoanings of a 
Btago-stnick girl, or the very one-aided sermon of a senti- 
mental gooee. 

A MODEEN MINERVA. 



'Twaa the beight of the gny seftsnn, and I cannnt tell the Tennon, 
But at a ilioner party given by Mw. Major Thwing 

It liecama my ptenflunt duty to take out a fauiouH bcHaty— 
TLe jiruttieat womiui present. I vaa hnppy ns a king. 

Bor ilrcBH lieyond a qnestjon iras an artist's beat creution ; 

A mirni^le of loTclin^ss wna she trom crown to toe. 
Her siaite iriui sweet ns could be. her voice joat aa it should he — 

Not lijgb, ttnd «hnrp, nod wiry, bat musical and lov. 

Her h«ii won soft and flasay. golden, plentiful and gloasy : 
Her eyes, so bine and sunny, shone with every inwnrd grace ; 

I coald see that every fellow in the room nan renlly yellow 
With jealonay, end wiahod himBell that nomeot in my plaoo. 

Aa the tnrtle soap we taated. like a gallant man T hasted 
To pay some pretty tribute to this maalin, silk, ami uaure ; 

Bnt she tnrned and softly oakod me— and I ovn the qitexllon laoki'd li 
What vera my fixed opiniona on the preaent Suffrngu lawn. 




u resting on her (jenlle bosom : 
Eivte one — I coaM hnrdl; mails a w 
6 gave me its n&iue Mid g«nni, 
mly a liDtanioal diaconiBe. 
id. As her tHper SoKori hovered, 
iction. in a little bit ol fiiih, 
atioD, she bionght up the EoBtem QoBStion 
eoboed that other fellow's wish. 

n Ihrongb tbnt endleGii dinnei 
ce. of politics and lav, 
E Frfe Trade and Protection, 
ipon lier with a sort ol salumn avs. 

ID. looUnfi mote divine than himiBa, 
mtion of Ingenoll and Conl, 
jwsi^t smile, qnutin^ Hii\1ey. Mill, and Carlyle- 
itioQ — it waa bcttur tbao a book, 
inlics, Rgrior.ltiire and chromatics, 
Iplnre— she knew all the tricks ot speech ; 
•nia, and at Inst Ibc Indian Bnrean — 
te serenrly, as she triQed with a pesch. 
Ifnl cwnlnrpti with vi'npimrv fwil.nrps 
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At reqaest she read »« poems, in u nook among the pines. 

And lier aitless Toioe lent music to the leuat metodioaa linea ; 
Thoii|:;h she lowered her shadoviiDg loahea, in an earnest reader's wise. 
I'et we oBQ^ht btne groaioiiH gliuipses of the beBTens tliat were her eje& 

As in Pnrsdise I lislened. All, I did not underHtand 
Tliut a little i^lond, no larger Ihan the average human hand, 
Migbt, as stated oft in fiction, a[)read into a uttde p&U, 
When she said that she ahoold study eluvntioo in the talL 

I ailmit her esrliOHt efforts vere not in the Erclea lein : 
She bejjun with " LiUtle Mauybel, irith her taayoe against the pssjue, 
And tbelienoon-ligbta-trnemble— *' which, although it made me wines, 
Is a thing of cheerfol nature to the things she's rendered since. 

Having learned the Bonlfnl QuiTer, she acqaired the Ueliiog Mo-o-sd, 
And the waj she gave " Yoang G[a5heail " would have liquefied a atone ; 
Then the Saugainar]' Tragic diil be-r eoergieB employ, 
And Hhe tore my taste to tatters when she slew " The Polish Boy." 

It's not pleasant for a fellow when the jewel of bis soal 
Woilea through slaughter on the iiarppl, while her orbs in frenzy roll : 
What was t that I t(hould murmur ? Yet it gave me grievoni pain 
When Hhe rose in social gatherings and searched among the shun. 

I wan forced to look apon her, in mj desperation dumb- 
Knowing well that when her awful opportunity was come 
She would give as battle, murder, xudden death at very least — 
As a. skeleton of warning, and a blight upon the feast. 

Onoe, ah ! once I tell a-dreaming ; some one played a polonaise 

I assoeialed strongly with those happier August days ; 

And I mused. "I'll speak this evening." recent pangs tor^iotton quite. 

Sudden sbrillnd a scream of anguish : " Curfew sutt.Lnot nog to-night !'' 

Ah. that sound was as a curfew, quenching rosy warm rouioDoe 1 
Were it *nfe to wed a woman one so oft would wiib in Frooou T 
Oh, as she " cult-imbed !" that ladder, swift ivy mounting hope fl 

I am still a siugle oynic ; she is still Cassandfa Brows I 
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THE TENDEB HEAHT, 

Bhe gnzed upon the bomisbed liroce 

Of plump, tuflod gionse ha Hliowed wflU \ltM»\ 
Augplie grief vhh in hwr fuee ; 

" How oouid ;ron do it, dear?" sbe cielinil. 
" TLo poor, pnLhelia movelasa ninga T' 

Tbo songii nil hnsbcd— " Ob. ornel HblUDH I" 
Buid be, ■* Tbs portridgB never GingA," 

Biiiil Hbe, " Tbe Bin ia quila the aiuufl." 

" Toil men on savnge, tbrougb oud tbroogb, 
A hay is ftlwafB bringing in 

Siiicie Hiring ol birdit' egg», whilu imfl l.lna. 

Or butterfly upon n pin. 
Tho Bngle-'\Torm in nngniHh dica, 

Ttopuled, tbo pretty trotit to tease — " 
" My own, wq fish tor trout with fliea— " 

" Doa'l wnnder tiaai the (iniuttitin, pleaaA'* 



que 



ed Uvir 



lldod Hnn!,"* 
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A dozen others equally good must bo reserved for that 
encyclopfledia ! This specimen of vers de societe rivals 
Locker or Baker : 



PLIGHTED: A.D. 1874, 

BT ALICE WILLIAMB. 

** Two soals with bat a siiifcle tbouffbt. 
Two hearts that beat as one.** 

Kellie, loquitur. 

Bless my heart I You've come at last, 

Awfal glad to see you, dear ! 
Thought you'd died or something. Belle ^ 

Such an age since you've been here I 
My engagement ? Gracious ! Yes. 

Rumor's hit the mark this time. 
And the victim ? Charley Gray. 

Know him, don't you? Well. he*s prifM, 
Such mustachios ! splendid style ! 

Then he's not so horrid fast — 
Waltzes like a seraph, too ; 

Has some fortune— best and last. 
Love him? Nonsense. Don't he " soft ;*' 

Pretty much as love now goes ; 
He's devoted, and in^Bhne 

ril get used to him, I *spose. 
First love ? Humbug. Don't talk stuff I 

Bella Brown, don't be a fool ! 
Next you'd rave of flames and darts. 

Like a chit at boarding-school ; 
Don't be " miffed." I talked just so 

Some two years back. Fact, my dear 1 
But two seasons kill romance, 

Leave one's views of life quite clear. 
Whv, if Will Latrobe had asked 

When he left two yean ago, 
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Td have thrown np all and gone 

Out to EansaB, do you know ? 
Fancy me a settler's wife ! 

Blest escape, dear, was it not ? 
Yes ; it's hardly in my line 

To enact " Love in a Cot." 
Well, you see, I'd had my swiog, 

Been engaged to eight or ten, * * 

Got to stop some time, of course, 

80 it don't much matter when. 
Auntie hates old maids, and thinks 

Every girl should marry young— 
On that theme my whole life long 

I have heard the changes sung. 
80, ma htUe, what could I do ? 

Charley wants a stylish wife. 
We'll suit well enough, no fear, 

When we settle down for life. 
But for love-staff ! See my ring 1 

Lovely, isn't it? Solitaire. 
Nearly made Maud Hinton turn 

Green with envy and despair. 
Her's ain't half so nice, you see. 

Lid I write you. Belle, about 
How she tried for Charley, till 

I sailed in and cut her out? 
Now, she's taken Jack McBride, 

I believe it's all from pique — 
Threw him over once, you know — 

Hates me so she'll scarcely speak. 
Oh, yes ! Grace Church, Brown, and that— 

Pa won't mind expense at last 
I'll be off his hands' for good ; 

Cost a fortune two years past. 
My trousseau shall outdo Maud's, 

I've carte blanche from Pa, you know- 
Mean to have my dress from Worth I 

Won't she be just baving though I 

— Scribner'a Monthly JIagazine, 1874. 
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Women are often extreinelj' hamoroiiB in tlieir newspiipcr 
letters, excelling in tliat dep&rtinent. As critics they iii> 
cline to satire, ^o one who read them at the time will 
ever forget lire. Rimkle's review of " St, Elmo," or Gail 
Hamilton's criticism of " The Story of Avia,"' while Sirs. 
Rollins, in the Crifie, often uses a scimitar instead of a 
quill, though a smile always tempers tlio severity. She 
tliiiB beheads a poetaitter who telU the public that his " sol- 
emn Bong" is 

"Attempt (uobitiodR, vtitti a ra; of hope 
To pierce the dnrk abysuia at thoogbt, to guide 
Its tlim gbosta o'er tbe towering orngB of Doabt 
Vato the land where Peace anil Love ftbide, 
Of flowers and streams, sad saa nod sUrs." 

" llis 'fiolemn song' is certainly very solemn forasong . 
with 6o cheerful a purpose. We have rarely read, indeed, 
a book with so Urge a proportion of unhappy words in it. 
Frozen shrouds, souls a-chill with agony, things wan and 
gray, icy demons, sconrging willow-branches, snow-heaped 
mounds, bkck and freezing nights, cups of sorrow drained 
to the lees, etc, are presented in snch profusion that to 
stni^Ie through the ' dark ubyss ' in Bearcli of the ' ray 
of hope ' is much like taking n cup of poison to learn the 

Bweetneiis of its antidote. Mr, in one of his stanzas 

invites his soul to ' come and walk abroad ' with Idui. If 
he ever found it jiossihle to walk abroad without his soul, 
tho fact wonld have l>een worth chronicling ; but if it is 
trne that he only desires to have his soul with him occasion- 
ally, we should advise liim to walk abroad alone, and invite 
liis soul to ^t beside bim in the hours be devotes to com- 
position." 
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THE WIT or WOMEN. 

hiiiiinr Is displaj-ed in the excellent parodies by 
-■M tiracc Grceuwood's iiriitations of variona an- 
■ittuii in her young days, but quite equal to the 
lull" of Uuyard Tajlor. How perfect her miniicry 

Sig„„r,iey 1 

A FUAGMENT. 

lluw Lardlf doth the cold and carekM vorld 
U.-qnite tbo tgil divine o( BeninB-Botils, 

I had a friend, a Bweet and precions frieail, 
i.)iii? pssHinR rich in nli the Btrango und rare, 
And fiiirful yitls of aong. 

On (inc prertt woik, 
A iiotm in twelve cKntds. «lie bud tuded 
ITniii wirly Hirlho&d, e'en (ill nhe h^cniMn 
AuoldvOtrnia. 

Worn with iuleimesl thnni'bt, 
Slie Miiiik Jit lii.st. just Ht the " tiuis' ' sunk ! 
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" Tlireo Fishers" that now I can enjoy a really gooil oiiij, 
like thia from Mise Lilian Whiting, of the Boston Daily 
Traceller, the well-known correspondent of various Western 
pupere : 

THE THREE POETS. 

Afln- Kin-jilry. 

Three poeU vont sailinti dowu Buaton Btreets, 

All iuto the Enst oit the sun vent doan, 
Eaub Icit tliiit the edilor liiTed bitu best 

And votild »i'1ootap <ipriii(; jiovriy in liostao town. 
For poets mniil write tbu' Uio editora (rovn. 
Their iwilhetio iiiitiirea will oot be pot down, 
Wliile the hubor bar is moaning ! 

Three editon nliiubed to the bigbest tower 

TU«t tUpj oonld flud in all BobWu town, 
Auil the; planned to conceal thcinselTeH, hiiur ii(t«r hour. 

Till the evn or the poet« bad both goOe dnwu. 
For Spring poets muBt write, thon^h the editors rage, 
Tha krtiHtio ■i)iiit niuat thus be engaged— 

Tbon){h the editora all were groaain);. 

Three eorpees l&x oat on the Book Baj sand. 

Just alter the flmt aprins hod went down, 
Aud the Ih-esa Hat down to b banrinet gnknd. 

In honor of pools no more in the town. 
For poeta will write while editora iileep, 
Though they'vi> uotbiDg to earn and no one to keep : 
Anil Lha harbor bui heepa moaning. 

Tho hnuior of women \*. constantly seen : 
for L-hiltlreii, &ucli oa "The Doad Doll,** 
Vnn<iorgrift, and tlio " Muthcrloaa Turl 
Douglas. Here are some Wk kii>>wn * 
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BEDTIME. 

BT NELLIE K. KELLOOO. 

'Twas Bunset-time, when grandma called 

To lively little Fred : 
* ' Come, dearie, put your toys away. 

It's time to go to bed." 

But Fred demurred. " He wasn^t tired. 
He didn't think 'twas right 

That he should go so early, when 
Some folks sat up all night." 



Then grandma said, in pleading tone, 

** The little chickens go 
To bed at sunset ev'ry night, 

All summer long, you know." 

Then Freddie laughed, and turned to her 

His eyes of roguish blue, 

" Oh, yes, I know/* he said ; ** but then, 

Otd hen goes with them, too." 

— Good Cheer, 

THE KOBIN AND THE CHICKEN. 

BT GRACE F. COOLIDGE. 

A plump little robin flew down from a tree, 
To hunt for a worm, which he happened to see ; 
A frisky young chicken came scampering by. 
And gazed at the robin with wondering eye. 

Said the chick, *' What a queer-lookiog chicken is that I 
Its wings are so long and its body so fat !" 
While the rubin remarked, loud enough to be heard : 
" Dear me ! an exceedingly strange-looking bird !" 

** Can you sing?*' robin asked, and the chicken said " No ;" 
But asked in its turn if the rubin could crow. 
So the bird sought a tree and the chicken a wall, 
And each thought the other knew nothing at all. 

— «. Nicholas, 
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Harriette W. Lothrop, wife of the popular publisher — 
better known by Jier pen name of '* Margaret Sidney" — has 
done much in a humorous way to amuse and instruct little 
folks. She has much quiet humor. 

WHY POLLY DOESN'T LOVE CAKE I 

BY IIABOABET BIDMET. 

They aU said "No!" 

As they stood in a row, 
The poodle, and the parrot, and the little yellow cat. 

And they looked very solemn. 

This straight, indignant column. 
And rolled their eyes, and shook their heads, a^tanding on the mat. 

Then I took a goodly stick. 

Very short and very thick. 
And I said, " Dear friends, yon reaUy now shall me it, 

For one of yon did take 

That bit of wedding-cake. 
And so Tm going to whip you all. I honestly will do it.*' 

Then Polly raised her claw I 

•* 1 never, never saw 
That staff. Fd rather have a cracker. 

And so it would be folly," 

Uaid this naughty, naughty Polly, 
" To punish me ; but Pussy, you can whack her." 

The cat rolled up her eyes 

In innocent surprise. 
And waved each trembling whisker end. 

'* A crumb I have not taken, 

But Bose ought to be shaken. 
And then, perhaps, his thieving, awful ways ho'll mend." 

"PU begin right here 
With you. Polly, dear," 
And my stick I raised with righteous good intent. 
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" Oh, dear !" and *' Oh, dear !" 
The groans that filled my ear. 
As oyer head and heels the frightened oolamn went ! 

The cat flew out of window, 

The dog flew under bed. 
And Polly flapped and beat the air, 

Then settled on my head ; 
When underneath her wing, 

From feathered comer deep, 
' A bit of wedding-cake fell down. 

That made poor Polly weep. 

The cat raced off to cat-land, and was never seen again. 

And the dog sneaked out beneath the bed to scud with might and main ; 

While Polly sits upon her roost, and rolls her eyes in fear, 

And when she sees a bit of cake, she always says, *' Oh, dear T* 



KITTEN TACTICS. 

BY ADELAIDE CILLEY WALDBON. 

Four little kittens in a heap, 
One wide awake and three asleep* 
Open-eyes crowded, pushed the rest over, 
While the gray mother-cat went playing rover. 

Three little kittens stretched and mewed ; 

Cried out, ** Open-eyes, you're too rude !" 
Open-eyes, winking, purred so demurely. 
Ail the rest stared at him, thinking *' surely 

We were the ones that were so rude, 

We were the ones that cried and mewed ; 

Let us lie here like good little kittens ; 

We cannot sleep, so we'll wash our mittens.*' 

Four little kittens, very sleek. 
Purred so demurely, looked so meek. 
When the gray mother came home from roving— 
" What good kittens !" said she ; " and how loving !** 



«« 



« 
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BOTH SIDES. 

BT OATL HAMILTON. 



Kitty, Kitty, you mischievons elf, 

What have you, pray, to say for yourself?" 

But Kitty was now 
Asleep on the mow, 
And only drawled dreamily, *' Ma-^-ow !'* 

Kitty, Kitty, come here to me, — 
The naughtiest Kitty I ever did see ! 
I know very well what you've been about ; 
Don't try to conceal it. murder will out. 
Why do you lie so lazily there ?" 

" Oh, I have had a breakfast rare !" 
** Why don't you go and hunt for a mouse ?" 
Oh, there's nothing fit to eat in the house." 

** Dear me I Miss Kitty, 
This is a pity ; 
fiut I guess the cause of your change of ditty. 
What has become of the beautiful thrush 
That built her nest in the heap of brush ? 
A brace of young robins as good as the best ; 
A round little, brown little, snug little nest ; 
Four little eggs all green and gay, 
Four little birds all bare and gray. 
And Papa Bobin went foraging round. 
Aloft on the trees, and alight on the ground. 
North wind or south wind, he cared not a groat. 
So he popped a fat worm down each wide-open throat ; 
And Mamma Robin through sun and storm 
Hugged them up close, and kept them all warm ; 
And me, I watched the dear little things 
Till the feathers pricked out on their pretty wings, 
And their eyes peeped up o'er the rim of the nest. 
Kitty, Kitty, you know the rest. 
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The nest is empty, and silent and lone ; 

Where are the four little robins gone ? 

Oh, pass, yon have done a cruel deed ! 

Your eyes, do they weep ? your heart, does it bleed ? 

Do you not feel your bold cheeks turning pale ? 

Not you ! you are chasing your wicked tail. 

Or you just cuddle down in the hay and purr, 

Curl up in a ball, and refuse to stir. 

But you need not try to look good And wise : 

I see little robins, old puss, in your eyes. 

And this morning, just as the clock struck four. 

There was some one opening the kitchen door, 

And caught you creeping the wood-pile over, — 

Make a clean breast of it, Kitty Clover !" 

Then Kitty arose, 

Bubbed up her nose, 
And looked very much as if coming to blows ; 

Bounded her back. 

Leaped from the stack, 
On her feet, at my feet, came down with a whack, 
Then, fairly awake, she stretched out her paws. 
Smoothed down her whiskers, and unsheathed her clawia 

Winked her green eyes 

With an air of surprise, 
And spoke rather plainly for one of her size. 

** Killed a few robins ; well, what of that? 
W^hat's virtue in man can't be vice in a cat. 
There's a thing or two I should like to know,- 
Wbo killed the chicken a week ago. 
For nothing at all that I could spy. 
But to make an overgrown chicken-pie ? 

'Twixt you and me, 

*Tis plain to see. 
The odds is, you like fricassee. 

While my brave maw 

Owns no such law. 
Content with viands a la raw. 
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" Who killed the robioB ? Oh, jres I ob, jrea t 
I would get the cat noir into a. mess 1 

Who was it pat 

An old stocking-loot, 

Tied np vith stringB 

And such shabbr things, 
On to the end of a sbup, slender pole. 
Dipped it in oil and set fire to the whole, 
And bnnit all th« «&; from bore to the miller'i 
The nests of the sweet yonng caterpiUsTs ? 

Griltad fowl, indeed ! 

Why, aa I read. 
Ton had not even the plea ot need ; 

Fur all yon boaat 

Snoh wholesome roast, 
I aaw no sign at tea or roast. 
Of even a caterpillar's ghost. 

" Who kiUed (he robins ? Well, I thoald think I 
Hadn't somebody better wink 
At my peooadillos, if houses ot glass 
Won't do to throw stones from at those who pass ? 
I had tonr little kittens a month ago- 
Black, and Malta, and white as snow ; 
And not a very long while before 
I ooald have shown you three kitteDS more. 
And BO in batehes ot foors and threes. 
Looking back as long aa yon pleaae. 
Ton wonld find. It yon read my alory all, 
Thera were kittens from time immemorial. 

" Bnt what am I now ? A eat beiatt, 
Ot all my kittens, bnt one !■ letL 

I make no ohugea, bnt Ibis I ntik.— M 

What made anoh a aplnrgi' in the wokHte-WBtoi oaakhfl 
Yon are quite tendar-h«*rl-;J, <>U, not a donbt I 
Bnt only aoppoM old BInck I'ond coold speak o 
Oh, bother ! don't mutter e: 
ftuifacU per aOumfwiiptr «i 
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Come to mamma, precious love, and sit on mamma's lap, 
and we'll sing about little pussy. 

Enter nurse with bottle. Curtain/alls* 



Scene II. Study. 

[Three hours letter; infant and Girl of Two asleep / hauae 
in order ; lunch and dijuier arranged / buttons sewed on 
Girl of EigMs boots^ string on Girl of Teii's hoody and 
both dispatched to school j etc. Enter Mrs. A. Draws a 
long sigh of relief and seats herself at desk. Heads a 
page of Dickens and a poem or two to attune herself for 
work. Seizes pen^ scribbles erraticaUy a few seconds and 
begijis to write.] 

Mrs. A. {after some moments). I think that is good. 
Let us hear how it reads. {Reads aloud.) '' He would 
have preferred to find more passion in those deep, dark 
eyes. Had he then no part in the maiden meditations of 
this fair, innocent girl — he whom ])roud beauties of society 
vied with each other to win ? lie could not guess. A 
stray breeze laden with violet and hyacinth perfume stole in 
at the open window, ruffling the soft waves of auburn hair 
which shaded her alabaster forehead." It seems to me 1 
have read something similar l^efore, l)Ut it is good, anyhow. 
'' Harold could not endure this placid, unruffled calm. His 
own veins were full of molten lava. With a wild and pas- 
sionate cry he — " 

Enter cook bearing a large ^ dripping piece of corned beef. 

Cook* Plea?e, Miss Anastasy, is dis de kin' of a piece yo 
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novel for which rival publishers are waiting with out- 
stretclied hands {full of checks)^ Mrs. A, helieves she has 
hit upon an effective scene , and hurns to commit it to 
paper. Washes infant with feverish haste,"] 

• 

Mrs. A. {soliloquizing). Let me seel How was it? 
Oh I ** Olga raised her eyes with a sweetly serious expres- 
sion. Harold gazed moodily at her calm face. It was not 
the expression that he longed to see there. lie would have 
preferred to s^e — " Good gracious, Maria I That child's 
mouth is fnll of buttons ! *' lie would have preferred — 
preferred — " {Loudly.) Leonora I That F's to be 
sharped ! There, fliere, mother's sonny boy I Did mamma 
drop the sonp into his mouth instead of the wash-bowl ? 
There, there ! {Sings.) ** There's a land that is fairer 
than this," etc. [Infant quiet. 

Mrs. A. (resuming). " He would have preferred — pre- 
ferred — " Maria, don't you see that child has got the scis- 
sors ? ** lie would have — " There now, let mamma put 
on its little socks. Now it's all dressed so nice and clean. 
Don'ty ky ! No, don'ty ! Leonora ! Pnt more accent on 
the first beat. ** Harold gazed moodily into — " His bot- 
tle, Maria ! Quick ! He'll scream himself into fits ! 

[Hcit nurse. Bahy having got both fstJn into his mouth 

beg H il<*s h iinself in to q u iet. 

Mrs. A. Let me see ! How was it ? Oh ! '' Harold 
gazed moodily into her cjilin, sweet face. It was not tlic 
expression he would have liked to find there. Ho woiilil 
have preferred — " {ShrieJc fnmi girl of tu:n,) Oh, i\v\[v 
me I She has shut her darling fingers in the drawer ! 
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Scene IV. Study. 

Enter Mrs. A. Children still asleep; girls at school/ 

deck again clenredfor action. 

Mrs. A. It is one o'clock. If 1 can be let done until 
three I can finish that last chapter. 

[Takes up pen ; lays it down ; reads a poem of Mrs. 
Browning to take tJie taste of ham-sandmiches out of 
her mouthy then resumes pen^ and mrites with increasing 
interest for fifteen minutes. Everything is steeped in 
quiet. Suddenly a faint m^urynur of voices is heard ; it 
increases^ it approaches^ mingled with the tread of many 
feet^ and a i*unMiny as of mighty chariot-wheeh. It 
is only Barnunis steam orchestrion^ Barnuvi's steam 
chimes^ and Barnum^s steam calliope^ followed hy an 
array of ruff -scruff. They stop exactly opposite the 
house. The orchestrion hlares^ the chimes ring a knell 
to peace and harmony^ the calliope shrieks to heaven. 
The infants wake and shriek likewise. Exit Mrs. A. 
Curtain falls.li 



Scene V. Studt. 

Enter Mrs. A. Peace restored; children happy with 
nurse. Seizes j^cn and xcritt^s rajtldly. Doorh'll rings ^ 
cook announces caller / nohody Mrs, A, wants to see^ hut 
somebody she must see. Exit Mrs. A. in a state of rigid 
despair. 
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Scene VI. Hall. 

[ Visitor gone / Mrs. A. starts for study. Enter Oirl of 
. Eight followed hy Girl of Ten,"] 

Duettino. 

Girl of Ten, Mamma, /?^a«^ give me my music lesson 
now, so I can go and skate ; and then won't you please 
make some jelly-cake ? And see, my dress is torn, and my 
slate-frame needs covering. 

Girl of Eight. Where are my roller-skates ? Where is 
the strap ? Can I have a pickle ? Please give me a cent. 
A girl said Jier mother wouldn't let her wear darned stock- 
ings to school. I'm ashamed of my stockings. You might 
let me wear my new ones. 

\^Mrs, A, gives mtisic lesson ; mends dress ; covers slate- 
frame / makes jelly-cake and a pudding / goes to nur- 
sery and sends nurse down to finish ironin//,] 

Scene VII. Nursery. 

\^Mrs. A. with babies on her lap. Enter husband and 
father with hands full of papers and general air of 
having finished his day^s work.] 

Mr, A, Well, how is everything ? Children all right, I 
see. You must have had a nice, quiet day. Written much ? 

Jfrs. A. (faintly), Xot very much. 

Mr, A, [complacently). Oh, well, you can't force these 
things. It will be all right in time. 

Mrs. A. {in a burst of repressed feeling). We need the 
money so much, Charles I 
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J/>. A. {with an air of offended dignity). Oh, botlier ! 
You are not expected to support the family. 

\^Mr8, A.y thinking of that dentisVs billy that sfioe billj and 
the summer outfit for a family of six, says nothing. 
Hxit Mr. A.J who re-enters a moment later.'] 

Mr. A. You — a — haven't fixed my coat, I see. 
Mrs. A. {with a guilty start). I — I forgot it I 
Gibbering Fi^nd Conscience. Ila, ha I Ho, ho ! 

Curtain falls amid chorus of exulting demons, 

1 have reserved for the close numerous instances of 
woman's facility at badinage and repartee. It is there, 
after all, that she shines perennial and pre-eminent. You 
will excuse me if I give them to you one after another 
without comment, like a closing display of fireworks. 

And first let me quote from Mrs. Rollins, as an instance 
of the waj' in which women often react upon each other in 
repartee, a little conversation which it was once her priv- 
ilege to overhear : • 

^^ Margaret. I wonder you never have been married, 
Kate. Of course you've had lots of chances. Won't you 
tell us how many ? 

^^Kate. No, indeed ! I could not so cruelly betray my 
rejected lovers. 

'^ Helen, Of course you wouldn't tell us exactly j but 
would you mind giving it to us in round numbers ? 

^'Kate. Certainly not ; the roundest number of all exactly 
expresses the chances I have had. 

'^Charlotte {with a sigh), Xow I know what people mean 
by Kate's circle of admirers /' ' 
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A lady was discussing the relative merits and demerits of 
the two sexes with a gentleman of her acquaintance. After 
much badinage on one side and the other, he said : '* Well, 
you never yet heard of casting seven devils out of a man." 
^' Ko," was the quick retort, ** they^ve got ^em yetP^ 

*' What would you do in time of war if you had the 
suflErage ?" said Horace Greeley to Mrs. Stanton. 

*' Just what you have done, Mr. Greeley," replied the 
ready lady ; '^ stay at home and urge others to go and 
fight !" 

It was Margaret Fuller who worsted Mrs. Greeley in a 
verbal encounter. The latter had a decided aversion to kid 
gloves, and on meeting Margaret shrank from her extended 
hand with a shudder, saying : '' Ugh I Skin of a beast ! 
skin of a beast !" 

*' Why," said Miss Fuller, in surprise, "what do you 
wear?" 

**/Se7i," said Mrs. Greeley, stretching out her palm with 
satisfaction. 

Miss Fuller just touched it, saying, with a disgusted ex- 
pression, '* Ugh ! entrails of a worm ! entrails of a worm I" 

Mademoiselle de Mars, the fonner favorite of the Theatre 
de Fran^ais, had in some way oilended the Gardes du 
Corps. So one night they came in full force to the theatre 
and tried to hiss her down. 

The actress, unabashed, came to the front of the stage, 
and alluding to the fact that the Gardes du Corps never 
went to war, said : ** What has Mars to do with the Gardens 
du Corps ?' ' 
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Madame Louis de Segur is daughter of the late Casimir 
Perier, who was Minister of the Interior during Thiers's 
administration. When once out of office, but still an influ- 
ential member of the House, he once tried to form a new 
Moderate Republican party, meeting with but little success. 

Once his daughter, who was sitting in the gallery, saw 
him entering the House aU alone. 

" Here comes my father with his party," she said. 

I was greatly amused at the quiet reprimand given by a 
literary lady of New York to a stranger at her receptions, 
who, with hands crossed complacently under his coat-tails, 
was critically examining the various treasures in her room, 
humming obtrusively as he passed along. 

The hostess paused near him, surveyed him critically, and 
then inquired, in a gentle tone : '* Do you play also ?" 

A young girl being asked why she had not been more 
frequently to Lenten services, excused herself in this fash- 
ion, severe, but truthful : '' Oh, Dr. is on such inti- 
mate terms with the Almighty that I felt de trop,'*^ 

At a reception in Washington this spring an admirable 
answer was given by a level-headed woman — we are all 
proud of Miss Cleveland — to a fine-looking army officer, 
who has been doing guard duty in that magnificent city for 
the past seventeen years. *' Pray," said he, *' what do 
ladies find to think about besides dress and parties ?" 

'' They can think of the heroic deeds of our modern army 
officers," was her smiling reply. 

Do you remember Lydia Maria Child's reply to her 
husband when he wished he was as rich as Croesus : '^ At 
any rate, you are King of Lydia;" and Lucretia Mott's 
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linmorous comment when slio entered a room where lior 
liusbaiid ami liis brother Richard wero Bitting, both of them 
remarltalile for their tutiiturnity and reticence ; '*I thought 
you must both be here — it was so etill 1" 

In my own home I rcc-uli a sensible old maid of Scotch 
descent witli lier cosey cottage and the dear old-fiLsliioned 
garden whero she loved to work. Our physician, a man of 
infinite humor, who honestly admired her sterliiija; worth, 
and was attracted by her individnality, leaned over her 
fence one bright spring morning, with the direct (juestion : 
" Miss Sharp, why did you never get married {" 

She lookod up from lier weeding, rested on her hoo- 
liandle, and looking steadily at liis hair, which was of a 
sandy hue, answered ; " I'll tell you all about it, Doctor. 
I made up my mind, when 1 was a girl, that, come what 
would, I would never marry a red-headed man, and none 
hut men with red hair have ever offered themselves." 

We till know women vfhose capacity for mouologae ex- 
hausts all around thcni. So tliat the remark will he appre- 
ciated of a laily to whom [ suid, alhiding to such a talker : 
" Have you seen Mrs. lately ?" 

" No, I really had to give np her acquaintance in despair, 
fur I had been trying two yeais to tell her something in 
particular." 

A lady once tohl me sha conld always know when she had 
taken too much wine at dinner — her husband's jokes begim 
to seem funny 1 

Lastly and— /na^y, tuere is a reason for our ap] 
hick of humor, which it may seem ungrucloiis to tiictnj 
Woiucu do nut find It politic to <-ultivate or exprewl 
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wit. Kg man likes to have his story capped by a better and 
fresher from a lady's lips. What woman does not risk 
being called sarcastic and hateful if she throws back the 
merry dart, or indulges in a little sharp-shooting? No, no, 
it's dangerous — if not fatal. 

** Though you* re bright, and though you're pretty. 
They'n not love you if you're witty. " 

Madame de Stael and iladame Recaniier are good illus- 
trations of this point. The former, by her fearless expres- 
sions of wit, exposed herself to the detestation of the major- 
ity of mankind. '' She has shafts," said Napoleon, *' which 
would hit a man if he were seated on a rainbow." 

But the sweetly fawning, almost servile adulation of the 
listening beauty brought her a corresponding thrOng of 
admirers. It sometimes seems that what is pronounced wkp^ 
if uttered by a distinguished man, would be considered 
commonplace if expressed by a woman. 

Parker's illustration of Choate's rare humor never struck 
me as felicitous. " Thus, a friend meeting him one ten- 
degrees-below-zero morning in the winter, said : * How cold 
it is, Mr. Choate.' ' Well, it is not absolutely tropical,' he 
replied, with a most mirthful emphasis." 

And do you recollect the only time that Wordsworth was 
really witty ? He told the story himself at a dinner. 
*' Gentlemen, I never was really witty but once in my life." 
Of course there was a general call for the bright but solitary 
instance. And the contemplative bard continued : *' Well, 
gentlemen, I was standing at the door of my cottage on 
Eydal Mount, one fine summer morning, and a laborer said 
to mo : ' Sir, have you seen my wife go by this way ? ' 
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And I replied : ' My good man, I did not know until this 
moment that you had a wife ! ' " 

He paused ; the company waited for the promised witti- 
cism, but discovering that he had finished, burst into a 
long and hearty roar, which the old gentleman accepted com- 
placently as a tribute to his brilliancy. 

The wit of women is like the airy froth of champagne, 
or the witching iridescence of the soap-bubble, blown for a 
moment's sport. The sparkle, the life, the fascinating 
foam, the gay tints vanish with the occasion, because there 
is no listening Boswell with unfailing memory and capacious 
note-book to preserve them. 

Then, unlike men, women do not write out thc'r im- 
promptus beforehand and carefully hoard them for the 
publisher — and posterity I 

And now, dear friends, a cordial au revoir. 

My heartiest thanks to the women who have so generously 
allowed me to ransack their treasuries, filching here and 
there as I chose, always modestly declaiming against the 
existence of wit in what they had written. 

To various publishers in New York and Boston, who 
have been most courteous and liberal, credit is given else- 
where. 

Touched by the occasion, 1 ** drop into" doggerel : 

9] you pronounce i\)\s bool? not funny, 
cJncJ wisr) you r^adn t spent your money, 

ere soon will be a aeneral rumor 
^\)o\ you re no judae of Wit or Humor. 
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Brine, Mnry D. : PoeniB, "KisB Pretty Poll." VIII. 158 

" ■■Tiimikssiying Day— Than Rod Now",.. Vlll. 159 

BLirleigli. Pun on. by Queen Eli/aWtli I. 16 

Butter, PuDDing Poem on, by Caroline B. Le Ron t. IS 

Cnry, PlKcbe, "Tbe wittiest woman in America"; Her 
quick retorts and merry repartees; her parodies aud 

bumomua poema V. 101 

Champney, Lizzie W.; " An Unruffled Boanm " — a Tragical 

Tale of a NuKress who "knew WasUlngton" VIII. 171 

Clnrke, liiuly, and I>er Iriah Songfl II. 44 

Cleveland'a, Eliiabetli Host-, Pun I. 21 

Cleavoiand'n, Mrs., " No Beets in llearea " IV. 69 

Cloinmer, Mary : Her Life of Plirabu Cary V. 103 

Comedlea— Few written by Women ; Five Engllehwomen 
prodncd successful ; Suaanna C'entlivrs wrote nearly a 
score — contain [Mime wit, butold-faahioned; Apbra Belm 

wrote several comedie-, witly but coarsB X. IBS 

Cooke's, UoHB Terry, " Eiioware ■' IV. 68 

■' " " Miss Lurinda's Pig " IV. 60 

Sioryof "AGlUHorM" IV. 71 

Coolidjro, Grace F. : " Tbe Kobin and Cliicken " IX. 188 

Conclusion. See "Fireworks." 

Cone, HMen Gray 1 Satirical Pnema— " Casaandi-a Brown" IX, 180 

The Tender Heart ■■ JX. 183 

Corbelt, E. T. : " The Inventor"* Wife." aPoelicnl Unienl.. VIII. 170 

O-Uir. aniclK in. on " Woman's Sense o( Humor" I. 13 

Cynicism o{ Frenciiwomen I. 23 

Davidson, Lucretia: " AucIioD Extraordinary" (Sale of Old 

Bacbelore) VIIL 1T6 

Deffatid, Mudamo du I. 23 

Diaz, Mrs, Abby M., writer of the famous " Willlain Henry 

Lettera " IV. GO 



Dwlge, M&rj Mupes — " ininiiUilile Butiriet " : " Tlie InsuDitj 

otCiia" IV. 

" Mian Molony no llie Cliineae Qiica. 

tion" (re«d before llie PrioCK nf 
WaleB) IV. 

" Dromj," Satirical Notes on Derivstlon of 11. 

" E^ot'a, Geor;^," Humor ; EiampluB fri>m " Adam Bede " 

and '■ Bilfts Mnraer" II. 

Eplgruns, Makers of 1. 

" by Jane AusIkd : on tlie Name of " Wake" 1, 

■' '■ Ladf Townsend : on the Herveyi— applied lo 

the Beooliers; on Walpole L 

" " MlBs Evans: on a UuBicel Woman I. 

" HmiualiMore.. I. 

Oulda" L 

■■ MiBB Phelps. I. 

" " Mrf. Ro>«s Terry Cfloke, 1. 

- Mrs. A. D. T. WLitooy. I. 

" " Margueriie do Vnlols ; by Mvtnme de Lam- 

bert ; by Sopliie Aruould ; by Mudaiue dv 

Sevignt 1, 

" " Ijtdy ilarrli't Asliburton 1. 

" " Mre. Carlylo, "herself an epinram ;" by Han- 

nali F. Uoald, on Caleh Cualiing I. 

■• '■ '■Gail Hamiiton" I. 

" " Rata Field I. 

Mra. WliichorB '■ Widow Bodott" I. 

Marietta Holley'a'Josiali Allen's Wife", L 

EyiingP, MarKBret : " [ndigDant Polly Wog". VUL 

■" Faooy, Annt " : Jeu d'ttiprit on Mloi'rva. 

■■ Fanny Fern's " Aritbmetical Manin 

*' Fanny Forrester's " Letter t^ N. P. Willi" 
Ferrler'a, Mary. Genial Wil ; Scoit"a I'. 

lier '' Sensible Woman." Saliricnl . . 
" Fireworks" : Miscelliinefini Hoalufc Pit-i : 

Mrs.Rolliue' illuslrntiua of iramao'a qnickuea 
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INDEX. 



CHAP. PAGB. 

Mrs. Stanton's Reply to Horace Greeley ; Miss Margaret 

Fuller ; Mademoiselle Mars X. 203 

Madame Louisa Segur ; Miss Cleveland ; Lydia Maria 

Child X. 204 

Madame de Stael ; Madame Kecamier X. 2u6 

French Women's Cynicism I. 23 

"Gail Hamilton" IV. 08 

Gaekell's, Mrs., Humor II. 36 

"GellandGill" I. 21 

Genlis, Madame de X. 196 

Genuine Fun— Sketches from C. M. Kirkland IV. 67 

Gilman, Mrs. Caroline : A New England Ballad, ** Joshua's 

Courtship " HI. 49 

Gordon, Anna A. : ** 'Skeeters have the Reputation" VIII. 160 

"Grace Greenwood's" many Puns I. 17 

** ** " Mistress O'Rafferty on the Woman 

Question" VI. 108 

Greek Lady's Wit L 15 

Hale, Lucretia P. : * ' Peterkin Letters " IV. 69 

*• ••The First Needle," a poetical Bit of 

History VIH. 150 

Hall, Louisa: *• The Indian Agent" — **With affectionate 

interest he looked into the very depths of their pockets" VI. 103 
"Hamilton, Gail": ••Both Sides," an amusing poetical 

Satire IX. 191 

HoUey's, Mi^s, •• Samaniha " IV. 69 

Hudson's, Mary Clemmer, Opinions on W^it ; her Anecdotes 

of PhoebeCary V. 100 

Humor, Miss Jewett's I. 27 



Irish Fun 



VL 107 



Jewett. Sarah Orne : *• The Circus at Denby "... VII. 141 

Jones', Amanda T., Poem, '*Dochther O'Flannigan and his 

Wondherful Cures" VL 109 



Kirkland, Caroline M. : ** Borrowing Out West " IV. 67 
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CHAF. FAQB. 

Le Row, Caroline B.: Poetic Pun on the "Butter Woman" I. 18 
Lothrop, Harriette W. (nam de plume ** Margaret Sidney ") : 

*'Wliy Polly Doesn't Love Cake" IX. 189 

•* Lover and I«ever," Epigram on, by C. F. Bates I. 28 

McDowell, Mrs., "Sherwood Bonner:" "Aunt Anniky's 

Teeth" V. 85 

*' My soul and body is a-yearnin' fur a han'sum chaney set 

o'teef" V. 86 

Pen-Portrait of Dr. Alonzo Babb V. 87 

His first Tooth V. 89 

How Anniky Lost her "Teef" V. 91 

Ned Cuddy's Letter V. 94 

Specimens of her Wit : The Radical Club — a Satirical 

Poem V. 97 

McLean, Miss Sallie : *« Cape Cod Folks " IV. 69 

Mitford's, Mary Russell, " Talking Lady " II. 86 

Mohl, Madame I. 25 

Montagu's, Lady, Famous Speech I. 14 

More's, Hannah, Contest of Wit with Johnson IK 84 

Morgan's, Lady, A " Fast Horse " L 16 

Receptions II. 44 

Mott, Lucretia X. 204 

Moulton, Louisa Chandler: "The Jane Moseley was a Dis- 
appointment" VII. 144 

Mowntt, Anna Cora : Her Popular Play of " Fashion " X. 196 

Murfree, Miss {nam clc plnine ** Charles Egbert Craddock "): 

•*A Blacksmith in Love" VIL 135 

«• New York to Newport "—a Trip of Trials VII. 144 

Old-fashioned Wit — Examples: Bon-mots of" Stella" ; Jane 

Taylor ; Miss Burney ; Mrs. Barbauld II. Wl 

HannahMore II. X\ 

•• Oulda's " Epigrams I. 22 

Parodies: Phnebe Cary's on "Maud Mailer" not justifia- 
ble ; Grace Greenwood on Mr«. Sijjournoy IX. isi; 

Lilian Whiting's on Kingsley's " Three Fishers'* IX. IST 

Perry, Carlotta : *' A Modern Minerva " IX. IT'J 
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CHAP. PAGK. 

Pickering, Julia : "The Old-Time Religion'*—"! alius did 

dispise dem stuck-up Tiscopalians" VI. 114 

Poems, Laughable and Satirical : 

" The First Needle," L. P. Hale VIII. 150 

" The Funny Story." J. Pollard VIII. 152 

*• Wanted, a Minister," M. E. W. Skeels VIII. 153 

'* The Middy of 1881." May Croly Roper VIII. 156 

'* Indignant Polly Wog," M. Eytinge VIII. 157 

"Kiss Pretty Poll." M. D. Brine VIII. 158 

" Thanksgiving Day— Then and Now," M. D. Brine VIII. 159 

** Concerning Mosquitoes," A. A. Gordon VIII, 160 

'• Tlje Stilts of Gold ;" ** Just So," M. V. Victor VIII. 161 

'•The Inventor's Wife," E. T. Corbett VIII. 170 

" An Unruffled Bosom." L. W. Champney VIII. 171 

** Hat, Ulster and All," C. F. Bates VIII. 175 

** Auction Extraordinary," L. Davidson VIII. 176 

" A Sonnet," J. Pollard VIII. 152 

Puns : Miss Mary Wads worth's ; Louisa Alcott's ; Grace 
Greenwood prolific in ; a Mushroom Pun ; a Pillar-sham 

Pun L 17 

Horseshoe Pun I. 18 

Miss Cleveland's I. 21 

Queen Elizabeth's I. 16 

'•Radical Club." Satirical Poem ... V. 97 

Rollins, Mrs. Alice Wellington, article in Critic I. . 18 

VII. 122 

Rollins, Mrs. Ellen H. {nom de plume "E. H. Arr"), pre- 
eminently gifted as a humorist — Extracts from her 

•• Old-Time Child Life" VH. 124 

"Effect of the Ck)met" VII. 126 

•• Doctrines are pizen things" VII. 128 

Roper, May Croly : Poem VIII. 156 

Schayer, Mrs. Julia, Author of ** Struggling Genius," an 
amusing Domestic Drama ; Extracts from the Play, 

" Nursery," " Study," and " Dining-Room" Scenes ... X. 196 

•* Sherwood Bonner." See McDowell, Mrs. 
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CHAP. PAGS. 

Sigourney, Mrs., lier melancholy Style IX. 186 

Skeels. Mrs. M. E. VV. : Satirical Poem VIII. 153 

Thanksgiving Growl, A (poetical) VI. 120 

Verplanck's, Mrs., Comedy, ** Sealed Instructions " X. 196 

Victor, Metta Victoria : " Miss Slimmins Surprised " IV. 81 

** The Stilts of Gold " (a reminiscence 
of Hood's" Miss Kilmansegg and her Precious Leg"). . VIII. 161 
**Voke8 Family" Farces (written by an aunt of the per- 
formers), " Belles of the Kitchen " and *' Fun in a Fog " X. 196 

Waldron, Adelaide Cilley, '* Kitten Tactics " IX. 190 

Walker's, Mrs., famous Epigram I. 28 

Weissenthurn. Madame von : her Comedies fill fourteen vol- 
umes X. 196 

Whicber. Mrs., " Widow Bedott " IV. C8 

White's, Richnrd (iraiit. Opinion of Woman's Wit I. 13 

Whiting. Miss Lilian: •♦ The Three Poets " IX. 187 

Williams, Alice: *• Plighted." IX. 183 

Wilson, Arabella : •* O Sextant of the Meetinouse" VIII. 177 

Woman's Wit, Search for, Neglected by Men I. 13 

Women Poets generally Despondent I. 14 

" Humorous Newspaper Correspondents : Mrs. Runkle; 

Mrs. Rollins ; Gail Hamilton ^ IX. 185 

Women Inclined to Ridicule Foibles of their Sex IX. 186 

Woolson, Constance Fenimoro : Her *• Miss Lois " (house- 
keeping, with Chii)pewa squaws for servants) VII, 139 
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